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| The very Remarkable. 
Jack TowNEND. 


Oro Jacks, 


A Believe the World will be wery much ſurpriz'd 
of Go that I ſhould Dedicate theſe . or 
1 1 J they are chiefly Candle- Ligbt Work) to ſuch 4 
8 Coxcomb as thou art; but ny Reaſons are mani- 

fold—the firſt is, I am certain thou can'ſt nat 
read them; jo, of Conſequence, never find Fault with them— 
the ſecond is, as they are but fooliſh Things, tis proper a 
Fool ſhould be at the Head of them. And, indeed, the Au- 
thor is not much better, or he would never have choſe thee 
for his Putron——my other Reaſon, Jack, is, becauſe I believe 

28 thee 


14 


thee to be ſemei bing related to the Famil, of the Comical Dogs ; 
Fer though the Gencrality of the Il urld thinks thee a great 
Foot (which to be ſure is truc I know thee te be ſomething 
le, by Infline ( as Sir John Falſtaff has it )—New, Jack, 
as J myſelf boaſt a particular Relationſhip to that auguſt Body 
ef Men, i. e. the Comical Dogs; and not knexwing any I could 
«<lgizs Kindred with in thrſe Parts, but thy fel, I ther: fore 
choſe to ſet thy addle Pate at the Head of my admirable Fra- 
Auctions. *Tis true, many would perhaps have prefer'd 
Th=—s B-h—d, „ N—d K——by, before thee ; but 
hey are of @ Baſtard Breed, lack; they have nothing in 
them, unleſs their Heads are full of the Fumes f Sir John 
Bariey-Corn ; and then, indeed, they endravour to ape the 
Humours of our Family; but do it ,. aukwardly, that the 
A, is eafily perceiv'd through the Lyon's Skin. Peer Jack, 
#hou never heard of Foote, Woodward, mor Shutcr ; they 
are three Ceniuſes, Jack ; the very Pia and Te of our Fa- 
mily : Was any of them to ſee thee, they wwou!ld eaftly tale 


ehee off (according to tbe Theatrical Term) for thiu haſt get a | 


every remarkable Ph:z, fit ro raiſe a Riſibility in the Coun- 
Eenance of any one, not a down-right p Scoic. 


J wiſh thou was a little nearer related Io our Family than 

thou art, Jack; I would then launch out a great deal far- 
ther in Reſpedt to thy Qualifications ; but I don't know whether 
1 may fland excuſed to the reſt of my Family, or no, for rank- 
ing ſuch a Sapſcull as thou art among ſt them : In ſhort, Jack, 
upon ſecond Thoughts, I muſt ſet thee down a Mungrel—the 
Reaſen's plain, for thou art often a ſtupid, and an obſtinate 
Deg, and always a fooliſh Dog ; and they are very large Fa- 
enlies in the Nation, as well as ours. Nay, thou art ſome- 
{times in Extremes, Jack; I have ſeen thee act the ſurly Dog 
40 Perfection; fram thence trausform thyſelf into a ſaucy Dag, 
drwwindle inta a dull Dog, turn again to a fad Dog, and I we- 
rily believe thou would have been a mad Dog too, but what 
little Sonfe thou haſt, is ſo well guarded by thy thick Scull, 
that I am certain thou wilt neuer be able to ak up tr that 
high Chara&er, which would otherwiſe have long entitied 
thee to a hand/ome Apartment in Moorficlds. 


I hawe 
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I have often endeavour'd to fiudy thy real Character. 
Jack; but have been frequently at a Loſs, whether thou art 
more Fcol, or Knawe ; I bade ſometimes concluded thee both, 
but there thy Simplicity brings thee off ; for I aga:n conſider, 
if thou ar! realy a Fool, thou can H not tell how to play the 
Knawve—yet, I/ allow there may be ſome Grains of low 
Cunning in thee ; and even when that Qualification attends 
thee, it muſt be when that impenetrable Scalp of thine opens 


its Pores a little wider than ordinary. 


For Example, Jack; we'll ſupprſe a Man ſhould break thy 
Fad, and lay a Part of thy Scull bare; the Opening ſuch a 


Blow would make, muſt certainly give Paſſage to a little of 
that Senje it guarded ſo well before. ' Ergo, Jack, thou wilt 
be cunning enough to avoid that Man for tbe future, unleſs it 
be for the Sake of Revenge; and even then thou wilt ſculk and 
to it ſneakingly (lite thy Brother Fool, aubo cut the Carpenter”s 
Head off, oben he found him aſleep) and till thy Rewenge 
is gratified, Jack, our Family will miſs thee ; for thou wil: 
be a malicious Dog all the while. As I Jaid before, Jack, 
if” thou be a Fool, thou can'ft not play the Knave ; ſo neither 
can'ft thou play the Fool upon us ; for it muſt be Nature in 
thee ; therefore, according to a metaphy/ica; Definition, c- 
muſt of Conſequence be a Natural— | 


„ For it is known to be a Rule, 
„The witty Man beſt acts the Fool.“ 


But for ene Thing, Jack, or I ſhould think thy Head 
might come to be a ſerviceable Utenfil in a Barber's Shop, 
and cut as good a Figure as any of its Brother Blockbeads 
(but as no wiſe Man would chuſe to wear a Wig upon thy 
Fool's Pate) it would only ſtand for a Cypher ; therefore 1 


think it much better where it is «ir:ady placed; i. e. upon thy 


ſtrong, broad Shoulders, as much better able to bear it than 
any Thing el/:— for though I believe it ſo be very empty, yet 


am certain it is alſe very heavy, 
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Fit were not for Fear thou ſhould'f be unhappy, Jack, 


J and all good Men would beg of Heaven to enlighten thy 
Underſtanding : And there indeed my own Caſe is ſomething 
femilar, as I believe all good Men would wiſh I had my 
Hearing ; but cue have both our Benefits with our Misfertunes, 
Jack; my Ears are ſhut againſt all Sorts of Noiſe, as Thun- 
der, loud roaring Cannons, Duns, and a fcolding Wife ; and 
thy Folly, keeps thee inſenfible of thy wretched Situation in 
Life ; which, whilſt thou continues ignorant of, thou art 


happy, even happier far than many that have Senſe and 
Riches to boaſt of. 


and this is my chief Reaſon why T dedicate this Book to 
thee, for I don't know who is fitter for a merry, fooliſh 
Thing, than a happy fooliſh Fellow. And new, Jack, when 


thou comes a Beggiug, as far as a Cruſt of Bread, or a ſpar: 
Bone, will do thee Service, I am thy Friend, 


DUNNY, 
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EPISTLE to the READER, 
By W AY of 


INTRODUCTION. 


EADER. the Book I here preſent, 

It not well wrote, 1s yet well meant : 
Some Blockheads are, fo Fate ordains, 
In Spight of Art, or Schoolmens Palins; 
Others again, fo tis decreed, 
Have juſt as much Senſe as they need; 
Wülſt brighter Mortals, more diſcerning, 
Have their full Share of Wit and Learning: 
Yet ſome again, ſo Fate thinks fit, 
Have little Learning, but much Wit; 
Such SHAKESPEAR was, we're told by Fame, ö 
And many more, whom I cou'd name; | 
Whether or no, I have my Share, 0 


I leave to others to declare, 

For my Part, I nor know, nor care. 
Yet, ſince by Wits I muſt be try'd, 
And itaud, or fall, as they decide; 
Then, welcome Fate, what &er it be, 
I muſt ſubmit to their Decree; 

And if the Judgment they pronounce 
Shou'd quite condemn me tor a Dunce, 


Without 


WAY 


Without one ſingle Grain of Merit, 
They ſhall confeſs that I have Spirit, 
And Fortitude enough to bear it: 
Tho' for a while it proves diſtreſſing, 
Misfortunes often bring a Bleſſing ; 

And what, at firſt, I take ſo ill, 

May prove a greater Comfort till ; 

And 1 may love that Man, whoſe Hate 
From ſcribbling Maggots free'd my Pate, 
From poor dull Proſe, and empty Verſes, 
And crop'd the Wings of my Pegaſus : 
Bur if, inſtead of ſuch DeſtruRion, 

The World ſhou'd favour my Production, 
"Twill make poor Pegaſus fo vain, 

He may attempt to ſoar again: 

Yet, this III venture for my Poney, 
Since he has got me Friends, and Money, 
If &er again I mount his Back, 

I'll never leave th' Reins too ſlack; 

But am reſolv'd to ride him better, 
Through all th*' Paths of Art and Nature; 
Range o'er the Magazine of Wit, 

And cull what Fancy ſhall think fit; 
Thence mount the lofty Hill Parnaſſus, 
Viſit Apollo, and his Laſſes: 

Hear Muſic, from th' fiddling Nine, 
And get inſpir'd with Notes divine; 
Then homeward turn Pegaſus Head, 
Both heart'ly tir'd, and fit for Bed: 

But, Reader, firit—to thee Good-night ; 
And fare wel too—:ill next I write. 


DUNN x. 
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WO Perſons diſcourſing together, and nei- 
T * ther being willing to ſubmit to the other, 
XX 
v 


they agreed to drop the Argument : After 
ſome Pauſe, one of them broke Silence, with 
this Obſervation—“ That he thought it was 
te the Part of a great Mind to own a Miſtake, and there- 
„ fore he adviſed him to do ſo”—No, ſays the other, I 
ſhould then have a double Advantage over you ; allow 


me the Beſt of the Argument, and be you as high- 
minded as you pleaſe. | 


One complaining to his Friend, of his Wife (who was 
an Iriſhwoman ) told him ſhe was the greateſt Terma- 
gant, and had the moſt poiſonous Tongue, that ever 
poor Man was plagu'd with, Why! ſays his Friend, I 
thought no venemous Thing was ever produced in that 
Country; very true, ſays the other, ſhe might be well 
enough viilſt ſhe remain'd there; but now the has got 
the Poiſon of forty Toads in her, 


A Welchman 


1 


A Welſhman, newly arrived in London, walking thro' 
one of the Streets where were a number of Cooks Shops, 
and Dinners were getting ready, a very ſavory Smell ſa- 
luted his Noſtrils; which made Taffee (who was very 
poor and hungry) ſtop a Stranger (as he was paſling) to 
aſk him what Places they were? Why! Sir, ſays the 
Man, 'tis an Eating Houſe, where you may have a good 
Plate of Meat for a Trifle : Cot pleſs hur, ſays Taffee, 
it is the ferry Thing hur wanted; ſo away he goes in, 
and ſtaring about him ſome time, at laſt the Cook comes 
to him, und aſk'd him what he wanted? what hur pleaſe, 
tavs Taffee ; fit you down Sir, ſays the Cook; fo he cut 
him a Plate of Meat, and aſk'd him what he wou'd drink, 
what hur pleaſe (again ſays Taffee) he then brought him 
a Pint of Porter; the Welſhman ſoon made an end of 
both, when coming up to the Cook—Cot pleſs hur ! hur 
thank hur kindly, hur has got a goot Tinner as ever hur 
got in hur Life. O Sir, ſays the Cook, you are very 
welcome. Why ! Cot pleſs hur for that too, ſays Taffee, 
hur will come and ſee hur again very ſoon, and was go- 
ing out ; but the Cook puils him back by the Coat 
Sleeve, and told him he had forgot to Pay. Forgot to 
Pay! why tid not hur ſay, juſt how, hur was welcome? 
Oh, ſays he, that's a word of courſe 1 uſe to every one, 
nevertheleſs they Pay: Cots plut, ſays he, hur tid not 
kaow that, hur has got no Money now, hur will pay 
hur when hur cames again. D—n you, get out of the 
Houſe, fays the Cook, what muſt ſuch Serubs as you 
come here for, and ſo kicks the poor Cambrian out of 
Doors. Taffec had got his Belly full, and thought a. 
Kick very cheap Pay; he had not gone far from the 
Door, before he met a Countryman of his much in the 
fame Condition as him ſelf; after the uſual Salutations, 
he beg'd Taffee to tell him where he might get a good 
Dianer, for he had eat nothing for two Days: Taffee 
points to the Cook's Shop, and bid him go there, and he 
wou'd have what he deſir'd; away he goes full of Thanks 
to his Countryman for his Kindneſs. After ſtanding in 

the Houſe ſome time, the Cook comes and put the ſame 


Queſtion 


11 1 


Queſtion to him as before; what hur pleaſe, ſays he: 
Oh! d- mn you, cries the Cook, is what hur pleaſe come 
again ; ſo he takes down the Dog - whip and fell a threſh- 
ing the poor Welſhman out of the Houſe and half way 
up the Street, here's what hur pleaſe fcr you, you Dog, T 
you ſhall have your Belly full: The Welſhman ſoon o- 9 
vertook his Countryman, when he begun a ſpluttcring | | 
at him with all the Rage imaginable—You tam Villain, 
tam 'Tog you, ſend hur there to make Game of hur,— 
hur has a goot mind to knog hur Coxcomb flat upon hur - 
Shoulders. Why! fays the other, what is the Matter? 5 
what does her mean to apuſe hur Friend after this Man- i 
| ner, did not hur get hur Tinner then? Oh! tam hur I 
p Tinner, cries the other, does hur not tell hur was beat 
. like a Tog out of the Houſe up Street. Then hur got 
. no Tinner at all, did hur? No, hur tell hur had hur 
* 


Pelly and Back full of Whipping. Oh! you tam Fool, 


tam Fool, fays Taffee, hur got hur Tinner firſt, was 
5 kick'd out after. PrRoBATUM EST, 
- EPIGRA M. 
? In Falſtaff, none doth Quin excel, 
> Nor Barry, in Othello : 
ot Garrick does Dick the Third ſo well, 
ay By jove, there's not his Fellow. 
- An ACROSTIC. 


of Great Minds, great Means, are too great Things: ; 
a Rs iches, ttis ſaid, have broad-ſpread Wings : 

| E nvy, therefore, no Man's Condition ; 

the Great Men have often great Ambition: 

ns, O nly a bleſt contented State, 

od R eſiſts the angry Frowns of Fate; 

Fce Inſtils the Mind with perfect Bliſs, 

he A nd leaves Mankind no greater Wiſh ; 

nks N o Cares can then his Heart ſurprize, 

g in s ecure he lives, ſecure he dies. 


The 


E 
The WIS H. 


«© T often wiſh'd, that I had clear, | 
© For Life, Six Hundred Pounds a Year ; 
A handſome Houle, to lodge a Friend, 
A River, at my Garden's End ; 

« A Terras Walk, aid half a Rood 

Of Land, ſet out, to plant a Wood.“ 


So much for SwirT—but now, for me, 

I ſhou'd be we.l content with Three : 

Let th' Houſe be ſtrong, ne'er mind the Look, 
And for a River, a ſmall Brook; 

But let it be well ſtock'd with Fith, 

And I have all my Heart can wiſh, 


The Curate of a certain Country Village, took No- 
tice of an old Woman (who had been many Years in 
the Pariſh) that ſhe never came to Church—Hez ſent 
her Word, by the Clerk, That he would Excommu- 
% nicate her, if ſhe did not come.” The old Woman 
was ſadly frightned at the Word Excommunication, and 
aſk'd the Clerk what it meant ?—He told her the terri- 
ble Conſequence of it, if ſhe did not obey the Parſon's 
Summons ; ſhe accordingly determined to go the next 
Sunday—When the Day came, ſhe made herſelf as 
clean as ſhe could, but as the Church was at ſome Di- 
ſtance (and ſhe not hearing the Bells) had over-ſtay'd 
the Time conſiderably, and did not enter the Church 
till they had got to the latter End of the LitTaxy, 
when hearing the Congregation repeat Lord have 
Mercy upon us——* Lord have Mercy upon us! ſays 
«« ſhe (thinking they had ſaid ſo in Surprize to ſee her 
« there) what the Plague did you never ſee an old Wo- 
„% man at Church before?“ So tuck'd up her Apron, 
and went Home again in a Huff. 


A Por of Subſtance, whoſe Name was Brat, had 
a great Number of his Sheep ftole, and never could 


find 


1 


find out the Rogues; but they, tired of robbing one 
Man ſo long, and fearing he might diſcover them at 
aſt, wrote the following Letter, and ſent him: 


Good Maſter Brat, 

Your Sheep wee fat, 
Thank You for that : 

If you look in the Wins, 
You'll find their Skins, 
And all their Fat; 


Thank Us for that. by 
Two young Tradeſmen in a Corporation, being made 
Conſtablcs, diſcourſing together, I fancy, ſays one, we 4 


ſhall be made Overſeers of the Poor, when we are out 
of this Office: I'm afraid, ſays the other, that inſtead 


þ of being Overſeers of the Poor, we ſhall be very poor 
1 Overſeers. PrRoBaTUM FST. 

c 

E PIT AP H. 

5 Under this Turf, and under this Stone, 
| 


Lies Fleſh of my Fleſh, and Bone of my Bone: 
We together were born, together were marry'd ; 


3 Together we liv'd, we dy'd, and were bury'd. 
xt | 
as S TAN 2 A's. 

pe When Thomas F—h—r kept the Star, 

as It was a noted Inn, 

8 And Trav'llers coming from afar, 

Reb Took up their Reſt therein. 

ays Time, who to all Things puts an End, 

her Of F—h—r made a Slaughter: / 
Vo- When Fate to keep this Inn ordain'd, 

on, His Son- in-Law, and Daughter. 

Awhile They bore Imperial Sway, 
And ſtrutted very bold: 

had | 
Duld 


d | | B But 
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But what does the old Proverh ſay : 
— All Glitter is not Gold. 


Theſe two were ſoon knock'd up I ken, 

Aye, that was very odd : 

And pray, who kept the Star Inn then ? 
His Name was M—th—w I-. 


But Time doth change like bottled Beer, 
That's poured through a Tunncl ; 

So M—th—w T— is gone from here, 
Aud now it's Johnny Dh -n. 


EPIGRA M. 


Nature a Thouſand Ways complains, 
A Thouſand Words expreſs her Pains ; 
But Laughter has no more than theres, 
And they are only Ha, ha, he. 


EPIGRA M. 


My Heart's full of Sorrow, with Grief I'm tormented, 
My Pocket is brim-ful of nought ; 

Yet, perhaps, To-morrow I may be contented, 
And my Head is brim-ful of the Thought. 


A courageous Foot Soldier, in a Battle (where the 
Cavalry and the Infantry were equally intermixcd! 
uſed to run behind one of the ITortes cvery time the 
Enemy fired: This he praQiſed two or three times with 
Succeſs ; but the Trooper who rid the Horſe obſ. rving 
his Puſillanimity, was determined to ſpoil his Strata. 
gem—Knowing his Horſe to be very tickliſh, the next 
time the Foot Soldier run behind him, he touch'd him 
in a certain Part; the Horſe immediately up with his 
Hind-Legs, and ſtruck the Soldier backwards, who was 
ſome time in recovering himſclf — D n my B d, 
ſays he, this is out of the Frying-Pan into the Fire. 


Two 


Voſe, and broke it, ſo that the Blood run down his 


ited, 


e the 
ixcd) 
2 the 
with 
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Two young Fellows in Company together, being 
vyry merry and frolickſome, one vapouring with his 
tick, chanc'd to hit the other over the Ridge of his 


Jace plentifully No Offence, ſays he — o, ſays 


the other, may be fo, but there's a deal of Miſchicf 
though. | 


Two married Men meeting, one aſk'd the other how 
his good Wite did? My Wife's in Health, ſays he, but 
her Goodneſs is palt Recovery Pray how does yours 
do? Oh! ſays he, worſe than your own, for ſhe's nei- 
ther good Health, nor good Temper. , 


ACROST IC 


W ords are too mean, thy glorious Deeds to tell, 
On Lawrence Banks, how truly brave thou fell; 
Lite, like to thine, no Man e'er loſt ſo well: 


F rom thy bold Hand, France found her greateſt Check, 


E ncreaſed Ruin in her loſt Quebec. 


EPITAPH. 


Under this Stone lies Catherine Gray, 
Chang'd from a buſy Life, to lifeleſs Clay: 
By Earth, and Clay, ſhe got her Pelf, 

And now ſhe's turn'd to Earth herſelf. 

Ye weeping Friends, let me adviſe, 

T' abate your Grief, and dry your Eyes; 
For what avails a Flood of Tears ? 

Who knows but, in a Run of Years, 
In ſome tall Pitcher, or broad Pan, 
She in her Shop may be again. 


SON G. The Brin p Box. 


Tho? Darkneſs ſtill attends me, 
It aids eternal Sight, 
And from ſuch Friends defends me, 
As bluſh to fee _ Light, 
| 2 
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No Villain's Smiles deceive me, 

No gilded Fop offends; Ry 
No weeping Object grieves me, 

Kind Darkne(s me befriends, 


Then hence all uſeleſs Wailings, 
I know no Reaſon why; | 

Mankind, to their own Failings, 
Are all as blind as I. 


Who gilded Vice deſires, 

Is blind, what e'er he thinks; 
Who Virtue not admires, 

Is either blind, or winks. 


A Barber having a Couple of Apprentices, whom he 
was ſometimes churliſh to, one Day when his Back was 
turn'd (being both arch Boys) they took each of them a 
Stick, and fell a beating the wooden Blocks in the 
Shop; and every now and then they cry'd, there's a 
Knock for you on that Side, you ſurly Whelp you 
and there's a Knock for you on the other Side, you chur- 
liſn block-headed Son of a B—ch The Maſter, in 
the Interim, came unperceived into the Shop ; and, 
giving them both a hearty Rap upon their Crowns, laid 
them ſprawling upon the Floor—ſaying, there's a Knock 


for you on both Sides, you impudent faucy Raſcals you, 
to ſee which Block is hardeſt, 


Some People talking about ſome Soldiers that were 
coming into Town, one ſaid, he underſtood there was 
Threeſcore to come in: Nay, reply'd another, I heag 
there is only Sixty to come. PrRoBATUM EST. 


A hungry Iriſhman, with but one poor Penny in his 
Pocket, was wandering throngh the Streets of London, 
ſaw theſe Words upon a Barber's Sign—Cut Hair for a 
Penny—Arrah, by Chreeſht, ſays he, but I will ſee 
what Sort of a Cut he will give me now ; fo in he goes, 
and deſired the Tonſer to give him as good a Cut as no 


could 


1 


could afford for the Money. The Barber deſired him 
to ſit down, and was going to put the Cloth before 
him Arrah, ſiys Teague, I don't want a Bib, I can 
cat my Victuals without very well. Oh, but, Sir, it 
may chance to ſpoil your Cloaths : Then, with a pretty 
large Piece of Soap, he was making a Lather; but uſe- 
ing cold Water, he recollected, and aſk'd Teague, if he 
would chuſe the Water warm? I don't care how hot 
the Shoop is, Joy, ſays he; fo the Barber goes into the 
Kitchen to warm ſome In the mean Time the Iriſh- 
man, being ſharp ſet, began a licking the Lather he 
had left in the Baſon, and had ſup'd it all up, and eat 
hart of the Lump of Soap, before the Barber return'd ; 
vho ſceing what he had done, in great Surprize, aſk'd 
him, what he meant? By my Shoul, ſays Teague, I 
will come here no more, Joy, for your Shoop 1s not 
half ſtrong enough, nor your Potatoe is not half boil'd; 
zu ſhall have no more of my Cuſtom, and to threw 
down h's Penny, and out he went, PaoBATUu EST. 


An ACROSTIC upon Mr. WILLIAM 


H e's firſt an excellent Muſician, 

E rgo, a great Metaphyfician ; 

R caſons right well by Pro or Con, 

S ame Thing can make, or off, or on: | 
C ompoſes, ſcribbles, fiddles, pipes, [ 


H e's ſeldom Head-Ach, never Gripes, 

E ats Beef, and Pudding, Veal, and Tripes : 
L ikes Study, to enrich his Mind, 

L oves Books, enough to make him blind, 
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An ACROSTIC upon Mr. 


W it and Wiſdom are two different Things, 

As oppoſite as Subjects are to Kings: 

In Repartee all witty Men excel, | 

N ow Wiſdom chiefly lies in doing well. 
Whether, or no, this Do&rine's falſe or true, 
R eaſon wou'd ſoon convince both me and you 
I n Solomon the Definition lies, 

Go to the Ant, thou Sluggard, and be wiſe : 
H ere the good Preacher brings it to the Teſt, 
T hat Wit is good, but Wiſdom is the beſt. 


STANZ A's. 


How craving is the Mind of Man ' 
How hard are we to pleaſe 

We graſp, and covet all we can, 
Yet never are at Eaſe. 


Suppoſe one telling of a Tale, 
Shou'd end 'th* middle Part; 

The Cataſtrophe unreveal'd, 
His Tale's not worth a F—t. 


Compariſons are often wrong, 
But here they're apropos ; 

The more I think, th* more I read, 
Th' more I want to know. 


I ought to fit contentedly, 
Rejoice for what I've had ; 

For too much Knowledge frequently 
Will make a Man go mad. 


The Wife of a young married Man, being brought 
to Bed ot a very ſmall Child, and he having a little be- 
fore a Baſtard laid to him that was one of the largeſt, a 
Neighbour of his, to jeer him (who himſelf had been 
married about five Years without Iſſue) told him, he 
had done better to his Miſs, than to his Wife, for the 


laſt 
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jaſt was but a Pigmy. True, ſays he, but had it been 
no bigger than a Pin's Head, 'tis not fo great a Re- 
proach, as having none at all. 


Another having been married ſome Years, and no 
Fruit of his Labour appearing, told his Wite, he was 
afraid the Land was barren : Nay, ſays the, the Land's 
well enough, but thou haſt got no Seed to fow with. 


Johnſon, the Iriſhman, famous for s Performances 
on Horſes, being aſked by a Nobleman, by what Means 
he attained to his Dexterity ? He anſwered, Arrah, by 


jaſus now but it came naturally, for I practiſed eleven 
Years. 


The Box, belonging to a Society of Tradeſmen, be- 
ing broke open by one of the Members, and moſt of 
the Money taken out; when one of the Stewards was 


acquainted with it, he told the Perſon who informed 


him, He was fure it could not poſſibly be done, for he 
had the Key in his Pocket, | 


One having put on an old great Coat in the Middle 
of Summer, a Friend of his aſked him, whether he was 


well or no, that he covered himſelf ſo warm in ſuch hot 


Weather; I am very well myſelf, ſays he, but my 
other Coat is greatly out of Order, 


Some Gentlemen being in Company together, the 
Diſcourſe turned upon Women; one aſked another, 
whether he thought Women had Souls or no; to which 
he reply'd, he hoped fo, or elſe all that had to do with 
them deſerved hanging for committing Beaſtiality. 


A Friend of mine one Evening in the Upper-Gallery 


of Drury-Lane Theatre, (when the Play of Henry the 


Eighth. was pertorming) happened to fit betwixt a bro- 
ken Taylor, and a Bumkin of a Servant, beionging to 


a Country Family juſt come to Town ; when the Cere- 
| mony 
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mony of the Coronation came on, which was very Mag— 
nificent, in reſpe to the Dreſſes, the Taylor observed, 
That he believed very few of the Cloaths were paid lor; 
the Bumkin being aſked how he liked the Play (being 
the firtt he had ever ſeen) anſwered, It was all very fine 
indeed, but, in his Opinion, nothing came up to the In- 
genuity of Snuffing the Candles. 


A certain Highland Lord, who was notorious for his 
ill Life, and Breach of Promiles, uicd commonly atter 
any bad Action, to down on his Knecs and pray for Par- 
don, with Vows of Amendment tor the futurc : A Ser- 
vant of his, named Sawney (to whom he had often pro- 
miſed great Things, but never performed any) chancing 
to hear him one Night at his accuſtomed Devotions, at- 
ter he had commicted ſome henious Fault (when his 
Maſter had done) he cries out aloud, Gude God! gude 
God, donna believe him, for I ken him much better 


than thou doſt. 


A voung Fellow, being at an Auction of Books, was 
aſk'd by an Acquaintance, what Books he had buught, 
he told him none ; the other chid him for coming to fill 
and crowd the Room; he tmartly reply'd, he came to 


Laugh at ſuch Fools as himſelf, who bought Books they 
did not underſtand, 


Another of his Acquaintance being in the Room, was 
boaſting how cheap he had bougkt a new Book; 'tis 
falſe, reply'd he, (upon looking at it) you have only 
bought a new Binding, for the Book is older than your 
ſelf, and as ſenſeleſs. PROBATUM EST. 


S O N G. 


My Ladie of Clacknannon, my Ladie of Clacknanncn, 
He went to the Wars, 
Was cover'd with Scars, 
And ſhot in the A— e with a Cannon, 


The 
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The Cannons roar'd like Thunder, the Cannons, &c. 
. He ſaid not a Word, 
But drew out his Sword, 
And fill'd them all with Wonder. 


The Guns and the Bombs did rattle, the Guns, &c. 
SO, void of all Fear, 
. He brought up the Rear, 


„ And run away from the Battle. 
I The Enemy was afraid O, the Enemy, &c. 
8 Much Bloud had been ſpill'd, 
* They all had been kill'd, 
* If my Ladie had but ſtay'd O. 
A Familiar ErisTLE to Capt. P=—x, 
4 I beg you Pardon, for my Boldneſs, 
* And hope you'll not treat me with Coldneſs, 
*Y Nor diſregard my poor Requeſt, 
1 But ſet my craving Heart at Reſt; 
, And freely, and with Pleaſure grant, 
1 The little Favour that I want: 
12 An old Acquaintance lives at London, 
de Who, by Misfortune's almoſt undone, 
. Who wants Philoſophy to bear 
185 The Evils that attend us here; 

And of Relief wou'd be deſponding, 
1 Did not his Friends keep correſponding, 
1 And now and then, with ſage Advice, 
fill And ſolid Maxims of the Wiſe. 
"gs Revive his Heart, and rouze ht Spirit, 


Encourage him, like Man, to bear it. 

"F But whither am I running too! 

And what the Plague's all this to you? 

I ought not thus to tell my Story, 

But quickly lay the Caſe before ye: 

In ſhort, Sir, as I ſaid betore, 

nly This Friend of mine is very pcor, 

To whom I now wou'd write a Letrer 

Ot good Advice, to make him better, a 
itt 
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But wiſh to put him to no Coſt, 
Which might be done by paying Poſt, 
But that-is fome Expence ro me, 

And I wou'd rather chule it free ; 

If you will grant me my Requeſt, 

A grateful Heart is in my Breaſt, 

For one of Col Sh——S Franks, 
I ſhall return a Thouſand Thanks. 


DUNNY. 


A puritanical Quaker having been too free with his 
Maid, had the Fruits of his Familiarity fathered upon 
him, and being brought before the juſtice (a Neigh— 
bour of his) he began ty lecture him, and told him, he 
was ſuipriz'd a Man of his Principles and Religion, 
ſhould be guilty of fo enormous a Crime, which was 
ſhaming the whole Brotherkuod—The Quaker, in his 
Defence, told him the Wench came to Bed to him un- 
known, and the Spirit being too powerful, he could 
not reſiſt the Temptation. Tke Juſtice told him, he 
ought to have got out of Bed the Moment he perceiv'd 


her. Aye, quoth the Quaker, but would'ſt thou have 
done ſo, my Friend? ProBATUM EST, 


In the Reign of King William the Third, one Griffith, 
a Welſhman, Maſter of a Fiſhing-Boat, was taken by a 
French Privateer, who carried off his Sloop, and plun- 
dered him of all his Fifhing-Tackle and Cargo, and re- 
moved him and his Crew (conſiſting only of another 
Man and Boy) on board the Privateer. In the Night- 
Time the French Warch fell aſleep, not apprehend ng 
any Danger from their few Priſoners : However, Grit- 
fith Keeping awake, and obſcrving the Drowſineſs of 
the Enemy, armed himſelf with a Hatcher, and his 
Man and Boy with Handſpikes, then faſten'| down the 
Hatches on all the Crew below, and Knock'd the Watch 
on the Head, before they were well awake, and threw 
them over-board, and brought the Privateer into one 
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of our own Ports. The King was ſo charm'd with the 
Boldneis of the Action, that he ſent for him up to 
Court, and gave him the Command of a Twenty Gun 
Ship, in waich he behaved to well, that in Queen Anne's 
Time ne commanded a Thirty Gun Ship; and being 
in one of the Ports of Leghorn, where a French Seventy 
Gun Min of War lay at Anchor: The two Captains 
fell accidentally in Company together; the French 
Captain bouaſting of his Maſter's Naval Force (though 
he acknowledged, in a general Engagement, the Eng— 
Iſh were more than a Match for them) yet ſingly Ship 
to Sbip, equal Burthcn always prevailed, by their ſu- 
perior Number of Men. The bold Briton deny'd the 
latter Part of the Pofition ; and, fir'd with Indignation, 
told him, it he ſhould meet him at Sea, he would ſtake 
his little Ship againſt his large one. The Frenchman 
thinking him a Sort of Britiſh Gaſcon, who had more 
Courage than Wit, told him he would follow him to 
Sea, whea the neutral Hours were expired, if he 
pleaſed : The gallant Welſhman took him at his Word, 
and fail'd away, leaving Monſieur exulting in his Fineſſe, 
and joaking through the Town of his Rathneſs, telling 
his Acquaintance, he would bring the Engliſh Ship in 
Tow the next Day. Accordingly he went, and found 
Capt. Griffith waiting for him at the Place appointed, 
where he was welcom'd with a Broadſide pour'd into 
him, and after that another, before he was ready to re- 
turn the firſt, The Event of the Engagement was (a“ 
ter a long and hot Diſpute) the Frenchman was oblig'd 
to ſtrike, and was carried back to Leghorn in Triumph, 
to the great Amazement, as well as Diverfion, of the 
whole Town. Griffith ſent Word of his Succeſs to the 


Admiralty, in a Letter more laconic than elegant, ad- 


dreſfs'd to their Honours, and Glories, at the Admi- 
ralty : It gave as much Diverſion to the Board, as the 
Relation of the Rife, Progreſs, and Event of the bold 
Action, s the Hand of our Conſul at that Place, did 
Aſtoniſt nent and Wonder. The Royal Acknowledg- 
ment was ſent him, and he was ordered home mm his 
rize. 
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Prize. Upon his Arrival, he was preſented with the 
Queen's Pardon in Form, which he would have thrown 
at the M: f-nger's Head, it his Officers, and ſome Gen- 
tlemen by, had not A} nor could he be made 
ſenſible, that he was guilty of High Treaton, in wan- 
tonly riſking the Queen's Ship; ſwearing a great Oath, 
that he ſaw no Treaſon in taking an Enemy more than 
double his Force; and nothing could have mollify'd 
him, but that he found he was to command his own 


Prize; but he inſiſted upon having his brave Boys, to a 
Man, along with him. 


The Fates to Bourbon Laurels give, 
Nor George's Rival Fame forget; 
George ſtill a Conqueror in the Field, 

Bourbon as ott in the Gazette. 


What Monarch's Fame wou'd ſhine ſo bright, 
A fairer Luſtre round diffuſe, 

Were Louis Victor in the Fight, 
Oft as he triumphs in the News? 


SON G. upon the taking PoxpicuytRay. 


Come, Britons rejoice, 
With united Voice, 

Upon this moſt glorious Occaſion, brave Boys; 
We'll drink and be merry, 
With Sack and good Sherry, 

With O derry down, and high down derry, 

For Monſieur has loſt his renown'd Pondicherry. 
Come, let us all ſing 
In Praiſe of the King, 


May each Mail that arrives ſuch good News ever bring, 
Then we will be merry, &c. 


Our brave Colonel Coote 
Put 'em all t'th' Rout, 
With his gallant Europeans, and Seapoys to boot, 
Then let us be merry, &c. 3 
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There great Monſieur Lally, 
Once made a fierce Sally, [rally, 


But his Troops were beat back, whom he never could 
Then we will be merry, &c. ; 


Senegal and Goree, 
Arcot and Bufly, 

Thoſe famous rich Frenchmen, are taken you ſee, 
Then we will be merry, &c. | 


Their Proviſions grew ſhort, 
Made them look a la mort, 


Jo, without any Terms, they ſurrendered the Fort, 
Then we will be merry, &c. 


Our bold Sons of Thunder 
Found good Store ot Plunder, under, 


When they took this ſtrong Place, above Ground and 
Then let us be merry, &c. 


The French did it reckon, 
Before it was taken, 


The beſt Place they had, for their ſalt Beef and Bacon, 
Then we will be merry, &c. 


Like the Fox and the Grapes, 
Now thoſe ſly Jack-a-napes, 
They wou'd needs prepoſſeſs us, 'tis bad in all Shapes, 
But we will be merry 
With Sack, and with Sherry, 
With O derry down, and high down derry, : 
Since Monſieur has loft his renown'd Pondicherry. 


Xo WOW 


A Fellow who was well known for his bad Character, 
having bought ſome Goods in a T:adeſman's Shop, in 
paying for them laid down a bad Piece of Money, which 
the Tradeſman did not difcover till he was gone, when 

; running after him, he bauls out, honeſt Man, honeſt 

S5 Man (as he run along) a Perſon ſtop'd him, who knew 
the Fellow he call'd after, and bid him call him Knave, 
and then he wou'd hear him; tor, ſays he, he's far 
from being an honeſt Man, I can aſſure you. 


A Gen- 
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A Gentleman in the North of England, a notable 
Hunter, had the Misfortune of haviug a Thorn itruck 
into one of his Eyes, which in time d-priv'd him of the 
Sight of both; notwithſtanding which he frequently 
went a Hunting (having a truſty Horſe ) following the 
Hounds by their Cry: An. Acquaintance of his ( who 
had the Misfortune of being very deaf, and a great Lo- 
ver of the Chaſe) being one time in Company with him 
(after the Dogs in full Cry) thought to pur a Joke upon 
him, Look you, ſays he, how the Hounds run over 


vonder Plain there, don't you fee them? Oh! reply'd 


the blind Gentleman, they make moſt melodious Muſic, 
the Sound is raviſhing, don't you hear them ? 


A Country Fellow being employ'd to carry the Statue 
of Queen Elizabeth in his Cart to St. Dunitan's (when 
it was taken from Ludgate) the Statue lying with the 
Face upwards, and he eying of it, cry'd. Odsbobs ! but 
Iſe a good Mind to have a Kiſs; when ſtooping down to 
ſalute it, he found ſome Duſt on the Face: Odsbud ! 
but Iſe wipe it clean firſt thof; which having done, he 
again attempted ; but recollecting, Odsbud ! but let us 
ſhew Manners thof, when pulling his Hat off he gave 
the Statue a hearty Smack; upon which exulting, he 
Odsbud ! but I never kits'd a Queen tia my Lite 

ore. 


S O0 N G. 


[ am thoughful and dull, quite reſtleſs in Mind, 
My Heart is your Captive, by Cupid confn'd ; 
Tis you are the Author, and Source of my Pain, 
Yet treat me with hatred, and cruel diſdain. 


Tho' always Complaining, I never find Eaſe, 

Since you're ſo diſdaining, my Sorrows increaſe ; 

Oh! hear me with Pity, and grant my Requeſt, 
Change Hearts with poor Strephon, and he ſhall be bleſt. 


Oh, why muſt I languiſh, with Torment and Pain! 
Come cure my fad Anguiſh, your Anger reſtrain B 
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No longer be coy, but return me your Heart, 
Ihen Strephon, and Cloe, will ncver more part. 


From Torment and Pain, to true Pleaſure I riſe, 
No longer Diſcain is in Cloe's fair Eyes, 

But happy and gaily together we'll rove, 

And Strephoi. and Cloe for ever will love. 


00. 


Dear Liberty 1 long did prize, 
Love n&er my Heart betray'd, 


But now, thro' charming Cloe's Eyes, 


A Captive I am made. 


] knew her long, before my Heart 
To love her was inclin'd ; 

"Twas not her Beauties caus'd th' Smart, 
No—'twas her charming Mind. 


There ev'ry Virtue reigns ſupreme, 
Good-nature fills her Breaſt ; 

She's ev'ry Charm, to an Extream, 
To make a Mortal bleſt. 


Too long I dally'd with my Flame, 
I thought my Heart was Steel; 

But now, no Torments Man can name, 
Compares with what I feel. 


The Fly a Simile doth bring, 
Who round the Candle flies, 

Then comes too near, and burns his Wing, 
And falls, no more to riſe, 


C 2 Colonel 
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Colonel Grey, in the Camp in Germany, being merry 
with ſome other Officers (over a Bowl of Punch) in his 
Tent, the Enemy, to diſturb their Mirth, kept Grin 
their Cannon—A Ball came into the Tent, and ſhot 5 
one of the Officer's Heads, whoſe Brains flew about: the 
Tent, and upon the other Officers—As he always bad 
the Character of a thick Head, one of them expreſs'd 
his Surprize, that ſo dull a Fcllow, ſhould have ſuch a 
large Quantity of Brains, 


Cory of a LETTER from Dunrin, upon the Landing 
at CaxricKFERGUS under Monſieur THuROT. 


Arrah, Paddy! Did you ever ſhee the like, Joy ?— 
They are all in a Hubbub in the North—Three Hun- 
dred French Shabaroons are landed at Belwliaſt and 
Carrickwergus, and are going to bring both thele two 
Places to France with them; tor my Part, by my Con- 
ſcience, I am glad on't—I wiſh they wou'd be after 
for coming up to Dublin, and drive away all the 
Bullocks, Sheep, Horſes, and Aſhes, about the Caſhel. 
Fy did they not ſend Lobſters there to hinder theſe 
French Sons of Whores from Landing ?—Arrah, they 
knew if they landed any where, it muſt be ſhom where, 
and why not at Carrickwergus, or Belwhaſt, ſooner 
than at Athlone ? The Divil a Thing was there to 
fear at Athlone, becauſe you know it is in the Mid- 
dle of the Kingdom, and yet it's full of Lobſters 
Where the Divil is Commodore Boys all this Time? 
—By Chreeſt his Ships have fell lame upon the Road! 
Arrah, what do you think Shelah Ma Garth ſays ? Fy 
the Divil burn me but ſhe ſays, if the Lord's Grauſh 
the Lieutenant will give her a Commiſſion, ſhe'il march 
with Three Hundred Spinners of the Comb, and piſs 
the French Raſcallions into the Sea again—But ſome- 
body has got the Gripes, and ſo there's two or three 
Regiments of Horte gone to ſhut the Stable Door, 
fen the Steeds are ſtolen; but never mind 'em, my 
Joy, they'll never come this Way, for as long as there's 


a Fau- 
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a Fauchion left in the Liberty, we will never be afraid 
of a Monſieur Arrah, now, where's the Iniſkil- 
liners, and Derry-Men ? Faſht afleep, by my Shoul ! 


—— O Paddy! n Troth, I'm aſham'd upon it! Who 


the Divii wou'd have thought that we ſhou'd have 
been bullied by ſuch a Handful of Raggamuffions ? 
Faith, not 11 — If they had landed in Scotland, and 
drove every Thing before 'em, I wou'd not have won- 
dred, but in Ireclandſh ! — The Divil burn me, but 1 
will go into Englandſh, and deny my own Country ! 
Dear Paddy, good by Remember me to all Friends 
that aſks tor me——But not a Word of Thurot. 


Yours, &c. 
LaAUCRLIN BRT Nr. 
. 


You are adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 
So blooming is each lovely Feature, 
That, 'till my Eyes beheld your Face, 
I never ſaw fo fair 2 Creature. 


I ſcorn all Flatt'ry and Deceit, 
And really think the Thing Pm ſpeaking ; 
By Falſhood I've no Views complear, 
Altho' my very Heart be breaking. 


Sineerity and Truth J love, 

In all Aﬀairs *twixt Man and Woman; 
*Tis Int'reſt now that all approve, 

And gen'rous Levers are uncommon. 


I'm yet a Stranger to your Name, 

Tho” that's a Thing I ſhall not matter ; 
Might I but your Affections claim, 

My honeſt Heart ſhou'd never flatter. 


If equal to your Form's your Mud, 
"Twill rivet my Affections ftronger 3 
If, as you're tair, you are but kind, 
PI love you whilſt I live, and longer, 
C 3 E PI- 
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EPI T AP H, intended for a Tows-SToxe. 


Under this Stone, and under this Church, 

Lies the Remains of old Serjeant Birch; 

He ſerv'd King and Country twenty-ſix Years, 

Death put an End to his Cares and his Fears : 

By thoſe who his Mem'ry truly affe ted, 

All Brothers i'th* Core, this Stone was erected. 


An honeſt Countryman and his Wife, having been 
to a Market about three Miles from Home, got bath 
of 'em pretty much in Liquor before they left the 
Town ; being on Horſe-Back, and having a pretty 
large Water to croſs, though not very deep, the old 
Woman unluckily tumbled off, and the Horſe making 
a great Spaſhing, the Huſband did not hear her fall, 
not ever miſs'd her, till he got Home; when calling 
his Son, Robin, Robin, come and take thy Mother 
down: I'm coming, Father, ſays Robin; when, open- 
ing the Door, and not ſeeing her, where is ſhe, Fa- 
ther ?—ſays he—Why! what art blind ?—crys the old 
Man—Noa, noa, ſays Robin, I an't Upon this the 
old Fellow looks behind—Od's Heart, Robin ! an ſhe 
be not here, ſhe's ſure enough fallen into Mitterton 
Dike! — Get off, Father, ſays Robin, and Iſe go tec 
for her, the Moon ſhining very bright. When he came 
to the Place, he 'ſpies his Mother fitting on her Arſe 
up to the Waiſt in Water, making a diſmal Moan — 
Mother, ſays Robin, come out, what a Plagus are you 
doing there ? Oh, Robin! Robin! is that thee ? 
Prithee go and cut me a Slice o' yon Cheſhire Cheeſe 
(pointing to the Moon) and get me another Quart of 
warm Liquor to comfort my Guts, for Pm wortull 
grip'd—Liquor ! quoth Robin; *Sblead, I think you've 
enough of all Conſcience, both Inſide and Out. Upon 
which he wades up to her, and dragg'd her out, and 
with much ado got her Home; and helping her up 
Stairs to Bed (where the eld Man was gone before) he 
left her to get into Bed as well as ſhe could; which 8 
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did with her Head to the Fest of the Bed, and her Po- 
ſteriors cloſe to the old Man's Face, who had but juſt 
fallen a-fleep As the cold Water, and what the 
had drank, fil'd her with Wind, ſhe ſoon after let a 
Router juſt under his Noſe ; and preſently after ano- 
ther : This diſturbing the eld Man Wife, favs he, 
lig farther off, or elſe lie gi' thee a Dowſe o'r 
Chops As he ſpoke, comes another; upon which, 
lifting up his Fiſt, and ſtriking full upon her Bum- 
Mole, ſhe diicharg'd a whole Cargo of Contents againſt 


him—Oh ! Woe te to thee, iavs he, thou drunken 
B—ch! How thou ens! PrRobaTUM EST. 


E 


\iv Owner uasa king in Realms above, 
And gratp' d the I huuder of Immortal ſove 
Cou'd face th' dun in his Meridian Blaze, 
And on the Fierceneis of his Splendor gaze; 
Mount far above the reit of ail his Kind, 
And leave this fubiunary World behind: 
But Fate o'er-rul'd him in an evil Hour, 
By cunning Arts of Men he loſt his Pow'r ; 
Long T Time a Captive dragg'd his hateful Chains, 
Till Death, at length, reliev'd him from his Pains : 
No ſooner did my Roval Owner die, 


Than cruelly they tore me from his Thigh : 

In vain did | lament my wretched Fate, 

On m2 they wrezk'd their Vengeance, and their Hate; 
With various Tortures gave me great Abuſe, 
Reſolv'd to bring my ftubborn Form to Uſe: 
At length o'cr-come, Pm valu'd as a "Treaſure, 
To Bacchus conſecrated, and to Pleaſure : 

Upon my Head is fix'ſt the ſpacious Cup, 
Encircled gay, with Silver round the Top; 
Where oft brimful the ſparkling Liquor's found, 
And loyal Toaſts, and hearty Healths go round 
The merry Toper views me with Delight, 

And I'm the chief Companion of the Night: 
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Ye ſage Znigmatiſts my Name explore, 
Tel! what I am, by what I was betore. 


K 240 AF. I. 


Here lies entomb'd within this Earth, 

As vile a Wretch as e'er had Birth; 

Who, tho? paſſeſs'd of Riches ſtore, 
Unhappy, always crav'd for more: 

His proper Food, himſelt deny'd, 

With Plenty round him, ſtarv'd, and dy'd. 


- Some People mar a good Tale in the telling, which 
was the Cate of a certain Gentleman, of no very 
bright InteJlle&s; being in Company, where one of the 
Perſons was telling what Luck he had the Night be- 
fore at Cards; ſaying, he had won more than the King, 
for. he won ſix Shillings, and the King but a Crown, 
which cauſed ſome Laughter amongſt them. The next 
Day the half-witted Gentleman, meeting ſome of his 
Acquaintance, ſaid he, I'll tell you a very good Thing 
that Mr. ſaid laſt Night. You muſt know he 
had been playing at Cards, and was telling us what 
Luck he had, that he had won more than the King ; 
and, being deſir'd to explain—Why, ſays he, I've won 
ſix Shillings, and the King only five. The Half- Wit, 
after telling the Story ſo admirably, ſeeing a great deal 
of Gravity dwell upon the Countenances of his Ac- 
quaintance; told 'em, he was ſurpriz'd they did not 
laugh—Laugh ! ſays one of them, what the Devil ſhou'd 
we laugh at ?—Zounds, ſays he, tho” you look to grave, 
all the Company, as well as myſelf, laughed very hear- 


tily at it laſt Night, and thought it a very ſmart 
Thing. 


Two old Toping Friends meeting, one aſk'd the other 
to give him a Quid of Tobacco, which he readily com- 
ply'd with : The other, whilſt he was cpening his Box, 
threw away his old Chew ; which he perceiving, very 

| gravely 


S 0 


gravely puts up his Box again—The other aſking him 
what he meant by that? Why, ſays he, it is for a 
Warning to thee; never throw thy old Chew away 
again, before thou art ſure of a freſh one, 


The Princ.ſs of Naſſau Wielburg having a Dwart 
upon her Lap, ſaid, Are you not ſorry you are not 
taller? No, reply'd he, if I was, I ſhould not have the 
Honour to fit upon your Ladyſhip's Knee. 


On a Pstzupo AucTioNnees. 


Come hither, Stoic, ſage and grave, 
To melancholy Thoughts a Slave ; 

On whoſe b:ack Brows, as on a 'Throne, 
Triumphant fits the ſurly Frown ; 
Reigning ſole Monarch of the Flace, 
Driving all Pleaſure from thy Face, 
Whom killing Griefs and Cares perplcx, 
And ev'ry I that Man can vex: 

Be thou like him that always wept, 
Both when he wak'd, and when he flept : 
Come here—l'll ſhew thee ſuch a Sight, 
Shall make thee ſmile in Anger's Spight ; 
(Like Eaſtern Magi, from atar ) 

Follow the Guidance of the Star ; 

There enter, without Fear of Danger, 

But look for nothing in a Manger; 

Up Stairs, upon thy Right Hand ſteer, 

And thou ſhalt find an ucconcer, 

The like oft whom, without a Joke, 

Pth* bawling Roſtrum never ſpe ke : 

Lamb, Langford, and the hell'« ing Tribe, 

Such Strength of Lungs cou'd ne'er imbibe. 

But then, to view cach diff 'rent Feature, 

Put on by this ſurprizing Creature, 

Wou'd make a Widow !. ile in Mourning, 

And Priam laugh, uh: Troy was burning; (ing, 
Wou'd mas French Crin'n.; leave their Squeak- 
And ſmile, tho' ev'rv Bone was breaking, 
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To ſee him frown, and ſtare, and gape, 

And grin, and chatter, like an Ape, 

And play more Tricks than Madam's Monkey, 
Or Fauſtus, or old Friar Bungy ; 

Not Phillips, dancing Drunken Peaſant, 
Cou'd ever ſhew a Phiz fo pleaſant : 

Cou'd'ſt thou tee this, and hold thy Laughter, 
Pl Atheiſt turn, nor mind Hercafter. 


A Citizen of London aſking a North Briton, why the 
Magiſtrates of Edinburgh gave Orders for their Dogs to 
be ty'd up for thirty Days only, when thoſe of London 
ordered them for two Months ——Be me Saul, Mon, I 
canno tell, fays Sawny, unlefs our People are more 


feuliſh, or not half ſo irceten'd, as the gude Fulks at 
London. 


A Weiſhman obſerving a large Cal:abaſh upon a 
Fruiterer's Stall, aſk'd him, what it was ? — Why, ſays 
he (knowing what Countryman he was by his Brogue) 
it is a Marc's Egg. Cots ſplut! ſays Taffee, and will 
dur have a Foal? Yes, ſays the Man. Cot pleſs hur? 
What will hur take for it ? Why, you ſhall have it for 
ten Shillings. The Welſhman draws out his Purſe, and 
laid him down the Money, took up the Callabaſh, and 
away he marches with it, to the great Pleaſure of the 
Fruiterer. As he was uponthe Road, going down a pretty 
ſteep Hill, he chanc d to let it ſlip from under his Arm, 
and down it roll'd towards the Bottom, and Taffee af- 
ter it; a Thorn-Buſh put a Stop to its Velocity, out 
of which there ſtarted a Hare: Away runs Puſs, which 
the Welſhman ſecing, and ſeveral Feople comiag over 
the Plain below, he calls out to them, Stop hur Colt, 


ſtop hur Colt, good People, ſtop hur Colt. ProBa- 
TUM EST, 


An Iriſhman met a Countryman of his in Hyde Park, 
who was weeping bitterly. Arrah, fays he, Patrick, 
what's 


11 


what's the Matter with you now ? Upon my Shoul, ſays 
the other, but I have got a Letter trum my Friends, 
that my Father iſh dead two Years ſhinch, Joy. Oh! 
by Chrieſt, ſays Teague, and did not he ſend thee 
Word timfelt now, Honny ? No, ſays the other, Aboo, 
but he was a great Scoundrel now ; and it my own Fa- 
thers was to die, and not let me know, by Shant Pa- 
trick, but I wou'd never be after for fretting at all 
about him, Joy, Dec'l tauk me if I wou'd. 


8 O0 N 8. 


Adieu, dear Cloe, we muſt part, 
Thy Charms have loſt their Pow'r, 
Which held fo faſt my Captiv'd Heart, 
Until this fatal Hour. 


Had you not thus my Love abus'd, 
And us'd my Heart fo ill, 

Your Cruelty I had excus'd, 
And wou'd have lov'd you ſtill. 


JJ... CL. A. 4 


. | But now my Soul diſdains thy Sway, 
) | And ſcorns thy Charms and thee, 

11 To which each flutt'ring Coxcomb may 
2 Pretend as well as me. 

r Think in what perfect Bliſs you reign'd, 
d How lov'd before your Fall; 

d But now, alas! how much diſdain'd 

ie By me, and ſcorn'd by all. 

1 Revolving on each happy Hour, 

IS Which I with you have ſpent, 

at So robs my Rage of all its Pow'r, 

N That 1 almoſt relent. 

er But Pride no more will let me bow, 

it, No more your Charms can move; 

A- Yet you are worth my Pity now, 


Becauſe you had my Love. 
E PI- 
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LIT ATH. 


Under this Stone, my Wite doth lie, 
Now the's at Peace, and ſo am I. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken at a private Exhibition of the Fair PENITEN T. 


If a ſad Tale can draw the pittying Sigh, 

Or ſaffering Virtue melt the tender Eye; 

If deep Diſtraſs can move the generous Mind, 
Or Love, ill-tated, your Compaſſion find; 
Well may we hope our fai :t Attempt may take, 
More for the Foct, than the Players Sake: 

You carping Critics, who like Vultures come, 
Before a Battle, to pronounce our Doom: 

For one, indulge Good-nature, nor complain 
At many Faults, fince Faults muſt fill our Scene. 
No Quins, nor Garricks. tread our humble Stage, 
To paint Lothario's, or Horatio's Rage; 

No beauteous Cibber, in melodious Woe, 

To make the loſt Caliſta's Sorrows flow; 

But young Performers, unexpert and new, 

May tire vour Patience, and your Goodneſs too. 
—Ladies, th you, we firſt ourſelves addreſs ; 

If you applaud, the Men can do no leſs : 

Your Favour grant, lend an attentive Ear, 

And let Compaſſion curb rhe haughty Sneer : 
All we deſire in this our pfeſent Cauſe, 


Is your Indulgence, and your kind Applauſe. 


In honeſt Iriſhman walking ſoftly along the Road, a 


vicious Bull, in an adjacent Cloſe, came bellowing with 
his Horns partly over the Hedge, which mad. poor 
Teague to ftart—Arrah, be my Shoul, Joy, there is 
very good Fence betwixt us, fays he, or 1 cou'd never 
be alter for parrying vour two Swords, 


A Par- 
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A Parſon and his Clerk trudging on Foot to the Pa- 
rith Church to chriſten a Child (which was ahout half a 
Nile from his Houl-) In their Way, a Hare ſtarts 
through the Hedge, almoſt run down by the Dogs. 
The Clerk immediately takes her up; and, coming to 
the Parſon, «ih, Sir, favs he, we thall have a brave 


Dinner—1 Mall, ſays the Parſon, and takes the Hare 
from him, and puts it behind him, under his Gown. 


Preſently, up comes the Hunters, and the Clerk being 
ſonie way behind his Maſter, they aſk'd him, if he ſaw 
any Thing of the Hare? No, ſays he, but I fancy the 
Parton before can give you ſome Intelligence of her— 
Upon this, they rode up to the Parſon, and put the 
ſame Queſtion to him: He anſwered in the Negative; 
but one of them ſeeing ſome Blood drop from behind 
him (for he had cut her open) and ſhewing it to the 
reſt, they fell to Horſe- whipping him unmercifully, till 
he dropp'd the Hare, which they taking up, rode off 
laughing. The Cleik coming up to him—Oh! favs 
the Parſon, we have been ſadly beaten !-You have, 
ſays the Clerk. PrRoBATUM EST. 


A young Spark, who was very fond of Ham, coming 
%a Publick Houſe, call'd tor ſome Liquor, and de- 
fired the Landlord to fit and drink with him: Atter a 
while, caſting his Eyes up to the Ceiling, he 'ſpies a 
very fine Ham hung up; when, ſtroaking his Beard 
{which was of above a Week's Growth) he ſays very 
gravely, I ſhall have you off in the Morning (meaning 
the Ham) Oh, yes, Sir, ſays the Hoſt, we can fend for 
de Barbar To-morrow, little thinking what the Spark 
meant, till he miſs'd his Ham the next Day. 


A North Briton, not taking good Heed as he went 
along, itumbled over a Stone, and broke his Forchcad ; 
Oy my Saul, fays Sawny, he that wou'd fave his Head, 


muſt look to his Feet. PROBATUu EST, 
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S O NG. 


Tune In Infancy our Hopes and Fears, &c. 


Thoſe who in Errors go aſtray, 
Shou'd ne'er complain of Fate; 

Repentance, good Divines do ſay, 
Can never come too late. 


If that I hated you, I ſaid, 
Indeed I then ſpoke wrong ; 
My very Eyes, my Love betray'd, 
My Heart bely'd my Tongue. 


I really lov'd you but too well 
For my own Peace of Mind, 
Since in each Charm you did excel 

The reſt of Womankind. 


*Twas Fear that I ſhou'd anger you, 
Made me deny my Flame; 

For what I ſpoke, was all untrue, 
I own it, to my Shame. 


You tell me, I began too late, 
Your Heart it is not free; 

That you've already choſe your Mate, 
Ah! cruel News for me! 


Had .I ten Thouſand Pounds in Gold, 
Pd lay it at your Feet; 

Was you in Rags, naked and cold, 
I'd take you from the Street. 


Could you preſerve the charming Mind 
That you do now poſſeſs. 

No Ills attending Human Kind, 
Could make me love you leſs. 


Then, Cloe, on your Clemency, 
I chiefly do depend; | 

I hope you're not my Enemy, 
Yet wiſh you was my Friend. 


Thus 
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Thus drowning Wretches, in Deſpair, 
With all their Strength they ſtrive, 

And catch at ev'ry Twig that's near, 
To ſave a wretched Life. 


S O N G. 


Come liſten, all ye gallant Beaus, 
Come liſten to my Ditty; 

I am in Love, God Cupid knows, 
Deeply in Love with Kitty. 


In all the Places where I've been, 
In Country, or tke City, 

The faireſt Nymphs that I have ſeen, 
Are all excell'd by Kitty. 


If you ſhou'd ſearch all Womankind, 
'They've Faults, tho* ne'er ſo pretty; 
In vain your Search wou'd be, you'd tind, 

To find a Fault in Kitty. 


Her Heart's to Gentleneſs inclin'd, 
She others Woe can pity ; 

A charming, ſweet, angelic Mind, 
Adorns my lovely Kitty. 


At a Meeting of the Parliament in the late Prince of 
Wales's Time, a merry Fellow got a Baſket of white 
Paper, cut into Quarter Sheets, and cry'd 'em about 
London, the Prince of Wales's Speech, the Prince of 
Wales's Speech to both Houſes of Parliament, a Half- 
penny a-piece—come, who buys? And thus he fold a 
great many in a Hurry—One more quick than the reſt, 
ſceing there was Nothing in the Paper, ſeiz'd him, and 
cid him the Meaning of it Why, ſays the Fellow, 
he ſpoke Nothing. PrOBATUM EST, 
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A witty ſinock-iac'd young Fellow, in a Countr 
Market Town, diſguiſed himſelf like a Lady of Plea- 
ſure, went to a Ilouſe of bad Report, and got an Ac- 
complice to give it out to ſome of th: young Sparks of 
the Place: Accordingly Half a Dozen of them went 
together (confilting of Woollen-Drapers and Apothe- 
caries Apprentices) the young Fellow conducted him- 
ſelf ſo demurely, and with fo much Art, that tho' they 
had ſome Knowledge of him in his own Dreſs, they 
were perfectly deceived by him in this. After a little 
Chat, he agreed with them for two Shillings each, to 
take it by Turns; when having got the twelve Shilling 
before-hand, he threw off his Diſguiſe, and laugh'd in 
their Faces (to the great Diverſion of all who were in 


the Secret) and with a good Switch beat them all out 
of the Houſe. 


The young Duke of Burgundy, who long had lan. 
guiſhed under a ſevere Indifooſition, which ended not 
but with his Life, being told by the Dauphineſs, his 
Mother, that now tae fine Weather was come, he ſhould 
ride out to take the Air : Reply'd, Aye, Madam, but 


that will be to St. Dennis, the Place where all the 
Royal Family are interr'd. 


Another Time, a Nobleman was telling him of the 
Diſtreſſes of an Officer of great Merit: Soon after, the 
Dauphineſs coming to ſee him, he aſk'd her for three 
Louis D'Ors; and got the like Sum from three of his 
Aunts each, and the King himſelf, as likewiſe the Dau- 
phin ; when, calling the Nobleman to him, here, ſays 


he, carry theſe to that brave Man, till I can do ſome. 
thing better for him, | 


SONG. 
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The bluſhing Morn falutes our Eyes, 
Haſte, haſte, ye charming Nymphs, ariſe ; 
With Looks ſerene, 
Enhance the Scene, 
And trip it o'er the verdant Green. 


See Nature in her Bloom ariſe, 

And no foul Miſts obſcure the Skies ; 
In Mirth and Joy, 
The Time employ, 

Nor Spleen, nor Vapours, can annoy. 


Hark how the Birds, on ev'ry Spray, 


Do uſher in the riſing Day ; 
Then haſte, ye Fair, 
And there repair, 
And with your Breath perfume the Air. 


No longer then will you reſort 

By Flambeaux Light to Midnight Sport, 
But with the Horn | 
Salute the Morn, 

And hail the Day that's newly born. 


S O N G. 


Long in Happineſs I dwelt, 


No Cares did e'er poſſeſs me; 
No diſturbing Griefs I felt, 
Whilſt Cloe fair careſs'd me: 
But loſt's my Treaſure, 
h Fled 1s my Pleaſure, 
And glaring Ills moleſt me. 
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For now that ſhe is gone away, 
All's diſmal, dark, and gloomy ; 
In Solitude I ſpend the Day, 
Becauſe my Cloe's fro' me; 
For loſt's my Treaſure, 
Fled is my Pleaſure, 
And racking Thoughts undo me. 


Where ſhall I go? Where ſhall I fly? 
Where ſhall I run to eaſe me ? 

On ev'ry Thing I caſt my Eye, 
Serves but the more to teize me ; 
For loſt's my Treaſure, 

Fled is my Pleaſure, 
And nothing now can pleaſe me. 


A reverend Clergyman, at the Point of Death, ſe. 
for his Son (who was Apprentice to an Attorney): 
come and make his Will. When he came, his Fath: 
bid him look over his Papers. which he did, when 
found a Note for Fifty Pounds; which, bringing to hi 
Father, he aſk'd him if he remembered it; yes, fay 
the Parſon, very well, but the poor Man is dead; h 
wou'd have paid me if he could, but he was poor an: 
needy ; he is gone to Heaven, where he is bleſs'd an: 
happy, ſo thou may throw it in the Fire: Nay, not ſe 
fays the Son, there's no Need of that. After furthe 
Search, he found another Bond for the ſame Sum; 
when aſking the Father the ſame Queſtion, yes, ſay 
the Parſon, I know it very well; that Fellow coul 
have paid me, and would not; he was a Rogue, andi 
certainly d— d in Hell; therefore thou may thros 
that in the Fire too: Nay, nay, ſays the Son, there! 
no Reaſon for that; for I'll tell you what, Father, 
you die, it is yet uncertain whether you will go v 
Heaven or Hell — The Bonds ſhall be put into th: 
Coffin with you, and you will certainly get paid b 
one or the other. 
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The Hoſtler of a large Inn upon the London Road, 
courted the Chambermaid ; one Night after the warm'd 
her Maſter's Bed, ſhe went into the Chamber, as ulual, 


to take away the Candle; being rather a little too ſoon, | 


he was juſt Repping into Bed, and his Shirt behind be- 
ing of the ſhortett, the jaw ſomething hang down be- 
twixt his Thighs : She was greatly turprized at the Sight, 
not knowing what to make of them; ſhe thereupon ac- 
quaints the Hoſtler with the Storv, and defired him to 
tell her what they could be, he told her they call'd them 
Clackums: Upon this ſhe defired to know where ſhe 
cou'd buy a Pair; why, ſays he, thou cannot buy a Pair 
vt good ones here, but thou may have them from twen- 
ty to thuty Shillings a Pair at London; Oh! John, ſays 
the, the next lime thou goes with the Waggon, (which 
he did every Fortnight) 1 beg thou will buy me a Pair 
of the beſt thou can get; which he promited he wou'd ; 
when the Time came he was to go, the ran to her Box, 
took out thirty Shillings, and bid him be ſure to buy 
them right good ones, and it they came to more Money, 
to lay it down for her, and ſhe wou'd repay him when 
he came back. At the uſual Time John comes back, 
which ſhe no ſooner heard of, then away ſhe runs to 
him for her Clackums ; it was Night, and he was rub- 
bing down his Horſes, he bid her ſtay till he had done, 
and ſhe ſhould have them ; ſhe waited a while with great 
Impatience, when ſhe again requeſted them ; the Hoſt- 
ler, in a ſeeming Huff, blew out the Candle, laid her 
down upon the Straw, and gave her what ſhe wanted; 


ſhe decared, ſhe was very well ſatisfied with them, and 


dic! not grudge the Expence; but new John, ſays ſhe, 
let me have them to keep in my Pocket, or elſe to lay 
by in my Box: The Hoſtler was at a Non-plus how to 
come off with her; bur taking up a Stone, and going 
out of the Stable, he threw it into the Horſe-pond, ſay- 
ing, there's thy Clackums for thee, thou unſatisfied De- 
vil, go there and fetch them: She flew into a terrible 


Paſſion at this, and went directly to her Maſter to com- 
plain; the Maſter could not tell what to make of the 


Story, 
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Story, nor what ſhe meant; but, at her defire, took a 
long Rake, and went with her to the Pond and fell a 
Dragging. for what ſhe call'd her Clackums: A long 
Tinte he and ſhe was at it, but to no purpoſe ; the Parſon 
ot the Parith coming into the Yard, and enquiring what 
they were about, being told, he defired the Landlord to 
lend him the Rake to try if he ſhou'd have better Luck ; 
he then began to rake away, having his Gown and Cat- 
ſock on; but being without his Breeches, (as he was 
ſtooping and raking) by Chance the End of the Rake 
caught hold of his Gown, and drew it up above his Poſ- 
teriors; the Maid being behind him, and 'ſpying all he 
had, immediately catching hold of his Codpiece, cries 
out, Theſe are my Clackums ! theſe are my Clackums ! 
FI take my Oath on't. PaOBATUu EST. 


A Methodiſt Preacher, well known in Great Britain, 
was holding forth in the Highlands of Scotland to a 
pretty confideradla Audicnce, upon an old Tub, and 
ſome Boards like an old Reman Roſtrum; he, (as his 
Brethren uſually do) chancing to depart from his Text, 
and his firſt SubjeR, in the height ot his Vociferation, 
he enter'd upon a Diſcou:ſ2 about the Colony of Georgia 
in America, quite foreign to the Purpoſe, or the Fdifi- 
cation of his Hearers, which made them all March off 
by Degrees, and leave him to Rant by himſelf, and which 
he was ſo eager upon, that, he did not obſerve his Flock 
was diſpers'd, *rill four or five arch Highland Boys got 
behind his Roſtrum, and tumbled it and him to the 
Ground together; which he took ſo heinouſly, that he 
complain'd to the next Magiſtrates of the Indignity be 
had ſuffered ; and inſiſted upon the Boys ſuffering cor- 

real Puniſhment for their wicked Bchaviour, ( as he 
term'd it.) The Boys were ſent for, and in their De- 
fence obſerved, they had done him a great Service, in- 
ſtead of a Prejudice; for without letting him run the 
Hazards of the Sea, and other Accidents, beſides the 
Expenſiveneſs of ſo long a Journey, and Loſs of Time, 
they had brought him from Georgia, in America, to the 
Highlands of Scotland, in a few Minutes, 
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Hear me thou pow'rful God of Love, 
Look from thy happy Realms above; 
Oh ! liſten to my mcurnful Strains, 
Support me under all my Pains ; 
Make cruel, cruel Cloe kind, 

To eaſe my love tormented Mind. 


I ſeek the diſmal gloomy Shade, 
Near to ſome murmuring Caſcade ; 
A filent, doleful, dark Retreat, 
Where I my Sorrows may repeat, 
Since I have loſt my Cloe dear, 
And ſhe is gone I know not where. 


Attend me all ve warbling Choir, 
Oh! liſten to my chaſte Deſire ; 
Exert your little quav'ring Throats, 
In melodious, lulling Notes, 

And draw my Cloe to the Grove, 
That I may tell her how I love. 


After an Engagement at Sea, ſeveral dead and wound- 
ed Seamen lying upon the Deck of the Ship, the Sur- 
geon came up with his Mate, to aſſiſt thote who were 
not paſt Cure ; when having taken thoſe who ſhew'd any 
Signs of Life down to his Cabbin, he ordered the Men 
to throw the 1eſt over board —one of them removin 
ſome Bodies that lay on a Heap together, a — 
Man beg'd they wou'd fend for the Surgeon, and not 
throw him over, as he hop'd by proper Care to do well 
again D—n your E—s, fays a blunt Tar, hold your 
'I ongue, you Son of a We, what do you prate for? 
did not the Surgeon ſay you was dead, and order you to 


be thrown over; do you think I won't bclieve him be- 
fore you. 


The late Beau Naſh, when he was indiſpos'd once, 
was viſited by Dr. Cheny ; the Doctor writes him a Pre- 
ſcription 
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ſcription and takes his leave; in a Day or two the Doctor 
calls again, and finds him up and well; fo, Naſh, ſays 
he, did you follow my Preſcription ? No, Egad! cries 
Naſh, it I had, I ſhould have broke my Neck; why 
ſo, ſays the Doctor? Why, fays Nath, becauſe I threw 
it out of a two Pair of Stairs Window. 


Another Time, Nath was complaining to the Ear” of 
Cheſter field, what bad Luck he had at Play; for, fays 
he, that d—n'd B—h Fortune is always againſt me; J 
loſt five Hundred Pound laſt Night; is it not wonderful, 
my Lord, that I ſhou'd be always mau''d in this Man- 
ner? 'Tis not at all ſtrange to me, Nath, fays the Earl, 
that you ſhou'd loſe your Money, but both my ſelf and 
the whole World wouders where you get it to lote. 


Queen Ann aſk'd Beau Nath, why he wou'd not be 
Knighted ? Nath reply'd, becauſe he wou'd not be 
cali'd Brother by Sir William Read, he Mountebank 
Doctor (who had been Knighted but a little before) 


Some Gentlemen a Hunting, deſired a Man with a 
long Pole in his Haud to break down a Hedge for them ; 
inſtead of which, he takes a Run and leaps over himfelf, 
telling them their Horſes were not fit to Hunt upon if 
they ccu'd not do as much. | 


One told his Friend, his Coat was all in Pieces; true, 
ſays he, ſo is your's, ſo is every Body's elſe; for I never 
knew a whole Coat fince our Saviour's time. 


So WI 


A Pox of this Fooling and Plotting of late, 

A very pretty Fancy, a fine gallanty Show; 

A Fig for my dainty and civil Spouſe Kate, 
All Archers and Fiddlers and Shoemakers too: 
Let dear Blowzabella my bouncing Doxy, 

Go away to Belphegor, and then cry Boh: 
Let Sparabella court Phillis by Proxy, 

And Patrick ſing Shabaroo Woorooweeroh. 


As 
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As madly ] mus'd in the Meads all a lone; 

I ſaw a tall Man take a Leap in the Dark ; 

Old Chriſtopher Cooper has broke his Back-Bone, 
With climbing an Oak-Tree, to catch a Sky-Lark. 
Here's a Whim-Wham newly come over from France ; 
Ten merry Germans together a drinking : 

*Twas Tamerlane led old Bajazet a Dance; 

And of a right noble Race was old Shinkin. 


Say, good Maſter Bacchus, a-ſtride on your Butt ; 
The old Bar-Bell of the World—fhall 1 ring it ? 
| "I'was Timothy ſtabb'd his Man Peter i'th' Gut: 
If you've got any very good Wine, pray bring it. 


Says Roger to Harry, our Teams ſhall lie ſtill. 
L Zoonds! what the Devil makes thomas to ſwear fo! 
4 Ihe Butcher of Banbury up with his Bill: 


Quoth Tatfee, Shemerramme Areimero, 


* The Mount of the Delphian God is ſo high, 

"Twas Ambition's State gave Joy to great Cæſar: 

1K The Broomhall-Green Girl, ſhe has got a black Eye: 
id Alexander the Great cannot pleaſe her. 

1 2 Young Roger came tapping at Dolly's Back-Door : 

n; When humming brow, Beer it was firſt in the Vogue; 

elf, "Twas Peter Wood called his Wife a d — d Whore : 

n if Jack Wilſon had Reaſon to call him a Rogue. 


Bow-wow crys the Dog, and the Cat ſhe crys Mew : 


rue, hett Tomkins is juſt now gone to be married: 
ever Tom Goiing, laſt Night, was fo drunk, made him 
ſpew! 


And fure my Neck had been broke, had I tarry'd. 
- Simon and Suſan, like Birds of a Feather; | 
When he chanc'd to catch her i'th' Dark, ſhe cry'd— 
Baw! | 
The Trumpington Miller was a great Bleather, 
And ſo was King John, Wat Tyler, and Jack Straw. 


It 
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It is a common Obſervation, that Men of great Abi— 
lities in one Retpe&t, have been often deficient in 
others, ot which the late Mr. Addiſon was an Inſtance: 
For, though no Man wrote better in his Time; yet, as 
a Member of Parliament, he was very baſhful in ſpeak- 
ing Once, when a Member had been ſpeaking for 
ſome Time, Mr. Addiſon riſing to ſpeak againſt him, 
begun with—l1 conceive, Sir which he pronounced 
three times, and could get no further; upon which 2 
ſmart young Commoner ſtarts up, and ſays, behold 


the great Mr Addiſon has conceived three times, and 
has brought Nothing forth. 


Two Iriſhmen meeting, after a long Abſence, Oh, 
Patrick! How do you, my Dear? And how does Cou- 
ſhin Mac Clary do? Oh, ſays Patrick, I will tell you 
now, Joy—Let me ſhee—Arrah now, Joy, but if he 
had liv'd *ti'l To-morrow, it would juſt have been three 
Weeks ſhince he dy'd. 


$. Q NG. 


When Cloe, with majeſtic Air, 
Appears amidſt the gazing Crowd, 

What Acclamations greet the Fair, 
The Swains extol her Charms aloud, 


What killing Glances from her Eyes, 
She darts thro' the advent'rous Throng! 
But when ſhe ſpeaks, with what Surprize 
They ſtand, ſuch Muſic's in her Tongue! 


The Roſes in her Cheeks are blown, 
With Streaks of Lillics here and there; 

Her black diſhelving Hair hangs down, \ 
And ſhews her Iv'ry Neck more fair. . 


Her Breath, as ſweet as Vilets ſmell, 
Her pouting Lips, of Coral Hue, 
Wou'd tempt an Hermit from his Cell, 
And his old Age to Youth renew, 


Her 


Her 
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Her Shape, her Air, her blooming Mein, 
Her ev'ry Feature in her Face, 
Shews her a Goddeſs all divine, 


Adorn'd with ev'ry ſparkling Grace. 


What Raptures raiſe me to. the Skies, 
When 1 her heav'nly Charms explore! 

Grant me, ye Gods! the lovely Prize, 
No more [I'll atk, nor with for more. 


The WONDER. 


Stop, Traveller, this wonderous Sign explore, 
And fay, when thou haſt read it o'er and o'er, 
Now, Grantham, two ſuch Ratitics are thine, 
A lofty Steeple, and a living Sign. 


A Gentleman very found of Courſing, having had no 
Sport tor ſome Time, was complaining to his Friends 
about it. they told him of a Fellow that would find a 
Hare for him preſently, it he could get him to go with 
him: He accordingly ſent to him, to defire he would 
go out with him the next Morning. This he could not 
handſomely retuſe, though he happened to be one he 
had a Ditlike to. They tramp'd about the whole Fore- 


noon, without ſtarting ary Game, which put the Gen- 


tl-man out of Patience — He told his Friends, the Fel- 
low knew no more of a Hare, than an Aſs. Ihe Truth 
of the Matter was, the Fellow found two, but put the 


Dogs wrong purpoſely, and the next Opportunity went 
and got them both himſelt. 


A young Gentleman being troubled with an Impo- 
ſtume, and having try'd a grcat many Methods to no 
Purpoſe, a Quack Dc&or and his Man happening to 
come to Town, and hearing of his Diſorder, offered to 
cure him, 1 rovided he was rewarded according'y. This 
was agreed to—The Maſter taught the Merry Andrew 


the Part he was to play : He thereupon orders a large 


Haſty- 
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Haſty-Pudding to be made ready againſt he came, 
which was carried into the Room where the Gentleman 
lay, and which his Man and himſelf ſat down to cat in 
his * After two or three Mouthruls, the Man, x; 
agreed on, threw a large Lump of the Pudding in hi 

aſter's Face: This the DoRor returned—Andrew a 
him agai»—And thus they threw all the Pudding at one 
another, which caus'd ſuch a Fir of Laughter in the 
young Gentleman, as broke the Impoſtume, and he re. 
covered, to the great Joy of his Family and Fricndz, 


who ſufficiently recompenced the Doctor for his In. 
genuity. 


Father, ſays an arch young Sprig, what ve think 


my Mother told me this Morning? Why, what? ſay 


he—Why ſhe told me, that if I liv'd to your Years, ! 
ſhould be as croſs an old Dog as you are—Rot you for 


a Whelp, the Bitch did not tell you fo, did ſhe ? Ve, 


Father, and I believe it true now, for no body but z 
Dog, would marry a Bitch. 


N. 


Under a green and verdant Shade, 
Wildly gazing, 
Looks amazing, 

Poor Cloe on a Bank was laid; 
Panting, ſighing, 
Melting, dying, 

A moſt forlorn aud wretched Maid. 


Damon the falſe diſſembling Swain, 
With feigned Tears, 
He vows and ſwears, 
That Cloe o'er his Heart did reign; 
- Told her never, ; 
Wou'd he ever 
Give her Reaſon to complain. 


Thus 


'hus 


good Character, and well recommended, the Matter 
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Thus gain'ng on the lovely Fair, 

With artful Wiles, 

He her beguiles, : 
And draws her in the fatal Snare, 

When cloy'd at laſt, 

The Pleaſure paſt, 
He leaves the Nymph in deep Deſpair. 


On a PAINTER. 


Kat drew grim Death, who for his Picture ſat, 
But &er he'd finiſh'd Death arreſted Nat; 

He drew the raw-bon'd Raſcal by his Art, 

But had forgot to take away his Dart; 

And whilſt he had the Skeleton in view, 

What he had drawn in Jeſt, he found too true 

And then poor Nat who had the Picture ſhown, 

Fuund to his coſt, that he had drawn his own. 


A young Mercer having a pretty Fortune to begin 
the World with, ſet up in a certain Market Town, in 
Norfolk; and taking a Fancy to a rich Farmer's Daugh- 
ter, in a Village about two Miles of the Town where 
he lived : He made his Addreſſes to her, and having a 


was ſoon agreed upon, and the Day fixed for the Cere- 
mony. In the Interim, being one Night at a Public 
Houſe with ſome of his Acquaintance, one of them pro- 
pos*d him a Wager of twenty Pounds, (knowing of his 
Engagements) thet he cou'd not forbear his Wiſe the 
three firſt Nights; the Wager was accepted ; ſoon after 
they were married, and all was Mirth and Jollity : Af- 
ter they had got to Bed, the young Fellow gave the 


Hide a tew kind Words and Kiffes, and then went to 


Slecp. When he aroſe in the Morning, the old Wo- 
man went to her Daughter and aſk'd her, how ſhe liked 
her Bedtellow ? Oh! Mother, ſays ſhe, I know not what 
to lay to ir, but I might as well not have been married 


at all; and told her what had paſs'd, which was not at 


in the young Man's favour. The old Woman in a 
7 = Y Rage 
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Rage marches Home to her Huſband, and with the moſt 
violent Invectites againſt her Son in Law, declared ſhe 
wou'd have the Waggon fent.for her Daughter and her 
' Goods home again: Ihe Huſband ſurpriz'd, told her, 
perhaps the young Man had got a Cup too much, which 
might diſable him for that Night, for they were all very 
Merry, therefore they ſhould try him another Night— 
Accordingly the old Woman went to ſee her Daughter 
the next Morning; when putting the Queſtion, to her, 
Oh! Mother, fays ſhe, it's ſtill the ſame ; the Mother 
more enraged than before, ſwore ſhe wou'd ſend for her 
Home that very Day ; and away ſhe went, and told her 
Huſband ſhe inſiſted he ſhou'd fend the Waggon tor her 
Child and her Goods: The old Man begun to be net— 
tled, to think his Daughter ſheuld be uſed fo, but how. 
ever he told her, he wou'd go and ſpeak to his Son, and 
know the Reaſon of his Behaviour, before they came to 
Extremities ; accordingly he ſets out, and finds the Mer. 
cer in his Shop; after the uſual Civilities, he deſired his | 
Son to take a little Walk into the Fields with him, he 
wanted to talk with him ; this was agreed to, away they 
went, when coming to a large Paſture, where were ſe. 
_ veral Cows and a Bull — the Bull chanc'd to get upon 

the Back of one of the Cows, which the Farmer obſerv- 
ing, aſk'd his Son, what he thought the Bull was about 
nay, ſays he, you muſt know better than me, as you! 
have been uſed to them all your Life: Well, lays the 
Farmer, but you may have ſome gueſs however ; why, 
ſays the Son, you may obſerve th- Paſture is bid, and 
the Bull has mounted the Cow's Back to f-e it he cat 
find out a better : Upon this Anſwer, the Farmer, with- 
out any Ceremony, hurries Home, reſolved to ſend the 
Waggon the next Morning for his Daughter and be 
Things. So ſoon as he got Home he told his Wife hi 
Succeſs, und was ſurprized ſuch a luſty young Man, a 
he was ſhou'd behave no better; ah! hang him, fay 


the old Woman, my Daughter might as well have mar 
ried a Poſt, or a Log of Wood. The next Morning tht 
Waggon was got ready; the old Woman ſets out be 


fore, 
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fore, and going to her Daughter, who was ſtill in Bed. 
(her Huſbind having but juſt left her) ſhe found her 
{till in the ſame Story; well then, ſays the old Wo- 
wan, g-t up, and let us pack up thy Things, thy Fa- 
ther 1s bringing the Waggon, thou ſhall ſtay no longer 
here ; ſhe then left her to lock for what belong'd to her 
Dau, her below Stairs; the Mercer hearing them make 
4 great Buftle. and beginning to ſuſpe& the Matter, 
kaowing be had won his Wager, runs up Stairs to his 
Wite, lai her upon the Bed, and went to work in ear- 
neſt ; having vlay'd one merry Bout, and ready to begin 
again, his Wite was fo well pleas'd, that ſhe calls out 
aloud to her Mother, ſtop the Waggon! ſtop the Wag- 
gon! | won't go now. The Farmer was now come, 
and rhe young Couple coming down Stairs; when the 
Daughter declared ſhe was very well ſatisfied, which 
brought on an Explanation of his Behaviour: The old 


Farmer was highly delighted with his Son's Prudence ; 


but Zoonds, fays he, had thou but told me, I would 
have K-prt the Secret, and yet have ſatisfied my Wife; 
however 1 now wiſh you both Joy. 


A Familiar EPISTLE to Mr. Lore, at 
FERRY BRIDGE. 


My worthy Friend, dear Mr. Lone, 
I fend theſe ſcurvy Lines to you, 

In Order for to let you know, 

The 'Thing that I intend to do. 

The Wig I made you t'other Day, 

Pll either fell, or give away: 

Tho' now it fits you to a Tittle, 

It very ſoon will be too little ; 

For if a Month or two you wear it, 
Twill be fo ſhort you'll never bear it, 
And this again will need repeating, | 
By ſticring much about and Sweating 3 
You'll find the Nature of a Wig, Sir, 

Is to grow leſs, but never big, Sir; 
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Tho' now it fits as it appears, 
*Twill very ſhortly ſtarve your Ears, 
Which certainly will hurt my Credit, 
And you will curſe the Fool that made it; 
And tho I made you Wigs before, 
You never will employ me more: 
This certrinly will be the Caſe, 
And all my former Fame diſgrace ; 
Therefore it is my chief intent, 
Such dire Misfortunes to prevent ; 
For tho? the Wig be ne'er ſo well made, 
Yet certainly it muſt be ill made, 
Tho' it be ne'er ſo good or ſtrong, 
Yet if it is too ſhort or long, 
And doth not ſuit the Head it's made for, 
It ſurely never ſhou'd be paid for ; 
The Conſ-quence of which you know, 
Is neither good for me nor you ; 
So to prevent all future Pother, 
F'll keep this Wig and make another; 
And as you can't do long without it, 
I'll very ſhortly ſet about it, | 
And make it large enough depend on't, 
To fit you well till there's an End on't ; 
And hope you'll think this good Behaviour, 
Is quite deſerving of your Favour ; 
For my Ambition is to pleaſure 
All Noddles I may chance to Meaſure; 
And if I cover well their Brains, 
They'll Recompence me for my Pains ; 
And chiefly thoſe, whoſe ready Money 
Repays my Labour, yours 


DUNNY. 


A certain Son of Bacchus, by hard Drinking, threw 
RAimſelf into a Fever; the Doctor that attended him gave a 
ſtrict Charge that he ſhou'd have nothing to Drink: The 
Fever increaſed to ſuch a Height, that the Doctor was for 
giving him over, and ordered the laſt Medicine: — 2 
| E 
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the Doctor was gone, an old Nurſe that attended him, 
{ceing him hover betwixt Life and Death, the Fever bc- 
ig come to a Criſis, ſhe atk'd him, it there was any 
T ting he could with to have, and ſhe wou'd get it him, 
iu tpight of the Door; Oh! Nurſe, ſays he, get me 
a Cup of good Ale; away runs the Nurſe, and preſently 
comes back with a large Bottle, which ſhe gave him; 
uc claps it to his Mouth, and made but one Pull before 
tie faw the Bottom; this threw him into a gentle Sweat, 
and that into a found Sleep, that by next Morning he 
was almoſt fit to get out of Bed. The Doctor coming 
a uſual, and ſeeing him fo much better. and in-puting 
it to his laſt Preſcription, crics out, Oh! he powertul 
Effe&s of Medicine! the powerful Effects of Medicine ! 
'The powertul Effects of my A—-e, cries the Topzr, a 
Bottle of Ale is worth all the Phyſic in Europe. 


SY) 


A good merry Fellow had a Hare ſent him for a Pre- 
ſent: He had a Neighboutr, they call'd Jerry, who was 
very fond of Shooting ; ſo he takes the Hare, and ſets 
her in a Buſh in a Cloſe juſt by the Town, and then 
goes and acquaints Jerry, that he had found a Puſs— 
J-rry takes down his Gun, begins cleaning it, went and 
bought Powder and Shot, and away they march'd—— 
When they came to the Cloſe, he points out the Buſh 
where ſhe was ſet: Jerry ſoon had his Eyes on her, 
when preſenting his Piece, he let fly——Egad, I think 
] have her there, ſays he. Aye, ſays the other, if that 
Hare is not dead, thou never killed one in thy Life— 
When Jerry took her up, finding how it was, he fell a 
curſing and ſwearing like mad. Come, ſays the other, 


to make thee Amends, thou ſhalt have part of her to 
thy Snpger. 


A Gent'eman propoſed to ſome of his Tenants to go 
a Hunting, and he that firſt ſtarted a Hare, ſhould 
aave Heif a Crown: An arch Fellow got the Skin of an 
Hare, and ſtuff d it with Straw, and ſet it in a Buſh 
where they were to hunt, When the Day came, he 


Went 


-- 
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went and told one of the Tenants, he would put him 
in the Way to get the Halt Crown, provided he would“ 
give him a Share: This he agreed to; fo he deſcribed 
the Place where he had ſet her, and told him ſhe would 
ſit there the whole Day, if ſhe was not diſturbed. Soon 
after the Hounds were turn'd our, and the Man goes to 
demand the Halt Crown, as his Due tor finding the firſt 
Hare. They bid him ſet her up, and he ſhould have 
it: Away he goes to the Buſh, fell to hallooing and 
ſhouting, beating the Buſh with his Staff, but all to no 
Purpoſe. They aſk'd him what he was about? Zoonds ! 
ſhe's here, ſays he, but ſh- won't ſtir! They bid him 
take her up, when finding how it was, he ſneak'd 
Home for Shame, whilit they laugh'd very heartily, 


TANZ A's. 


A Wight there was, in Days of Lore, 
Within himſfelt he fancies, 

That he ſhould ſure have Wit in tore, 
With leading of Romances. 


Old, muſty, rotten Books he pores, 
Of Knights, and all their Deeds ; 

Bur yet he is a Fool the more 
Thoſe muſty Books he reads. 


With Whimfics now his Head was fill'd, 
Reſolv'd a Knight to be; | 

He {wore all Monſters he wou'd kill, 
And ſet poor Caprives tree. 


Then quick the Armour he provides, 
With Horſe as black as Jet, 

Whom mounting, thro” the Fields he rides, 
To conquer all he met. 


It chanced far he had not gone, 
Before he met Adventures, 
A Lawyer, in a long black Gown, 
With Bonds, Deeds, Wills, Indentures. 


Surprizcd 
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Surprized at the Man of Law, 
The horrid Form deccives him!“ 
He ſuch a Monſter never faw, 


'Thro” Fear, he runs and leaves him. 


A Scotch Lord, who liv'd about twelve Miles from 
the City of Edinburgh, ſent his Man Sawney with his 
Repeating Watch to that Metropolis to repair, with Or— 
ders to ſtay till it was done. As he was travelling 
Home again, the Watch begun repeating—As Sawny 
never heard it before, he was ſtartled at it, and was 
ſenſible whence it proceeded, from the Motion in his 
Pocket—He takes it out, and was certain the Devil was 
in it, after ſwearing at it, it chanced to ceaſe, when he 
ſwore, if it ever ſpoke again, he'd take out the Guts of 
it, and throw 'em into the Ditch: At the uſual Time, 
it began again ; when Sawny, frightened and out of 
Patience, took the Inſide of the Watch from the Caſe, 
and threw it into the firſt Puddle he ſaw— Lie ye there, 
ye Edinbro' Dee'l, ſays he, or elſe gang Hame to your 

aſter, Sawny's nae be troubled wi ye—When he got 
Home, his Maſter flew into a Rage, that he ſhould 
bring the Caſe without the other Part ; Sawney ingenu- 
ouſly told him the Truth, how that the Watch was 
very quiet, and never made any Noiſe whilſt he was 
going, but the Watch-Maker was a Witch, and had put 
a ſpeaking Devil into the Watch, and he had thrown it 
into the Ditch foi being ſo troubleſome. 


Two ignorant Welſhmen found a Watch near the 
mountainous Part cf Wales, which ſome Traveller had 
dropt ; having never feen one before, they thought, by 
the Circle and the Figures, it was dangerous to touch 
it, as it might have Magic in it: They called ſome 
more Neighbours together, to conſult what to do with 
it —Firſt they wondered what it could be; one ſaid it 
was one Thing, and ſome another: One of 'en getting 
a little nearer, thought it made a Noiſe ; when, clap- 
hing his Ear to it, he ſtarts up with Cots got oth 
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nails ! 'tis a Chickmatod. This they agreed to, and (> 
reſolved to take every one a Stone to throw upon it, till 
they had made a Heap—Juſt as they had begun, a jeu 
came by; and, upon Enquiry, finding what they were 
about, he deſired them to deſiſt, and he would give 
them a Shilling to drink, to let him take the Chick- 
matod away with him, for he knew how to deal uh 
it; this they agreed to, and both Sides parred very well 
ſatisfied. 


At a Return of Members for a certain Borough in 
Vorkſhire, a Servant Wench at the Inn (where the 
Members and the Electors Cin'd) was eſired by one of 
the Gentlemen, to drink a "Toaſt to all the Standiny 
Members in ********** ; which the Girl (not knowing 
the double Entendre meant) very freely did, and re- 
peated it ſeveral times, to the great Diverſion of the 


Company, who made a pretty handivme Collection 
for her, 


. 


The PRENIT ENT Cod ur: 


Being AmoreT's Letter to Puit As DEA, done into 
Verſe, from the 6th Vol. of the SytzcTaToR. 


Oh. dear Philander, charming Swain! 
Upon Reflection, true I find ; 

The Injury, the Grief, the Pain, 
I give the beſt of human Kind! 


The Part I act, muſt now appear 
Contrary to my Sex's Pride; 
Yet purpoſely, through Rules fevere 
I break, altho' the World may chide. 


That my Repentance may be true, 
In Meaſure equal to my Crime, 
Oh! cou'd I but recover you, 
MM Happin.fs wou'd bc lublime. 
| Your 


(0-3 


Your dreaded Rival in my Heart, 
Superior only in Eſtate, 

In my Aﬀe@ions has no Part, 
I treat him with Contempt and Hate, 


In Chariot gilt, and Liveries gay, 

The Fop attended ine laſt Night; 
My Eyes ſuch Anger did diſplay, 

As drove him quickly from my Sight. 


You mult allow this was diſcreet, 
[ wou'd no longer be abus'd, 
And yet | dread your Eyes to meet, 
After the Cuquetry I've us'd. 


Uin the Country paſs my Time, 
In Woods, and Fields, and Gardens gay, 
Where Flowers ſpring, in all their Prime, 
And all is (weet, and all is May, 


Come then, Philander, come, my Swain, 
And ler me told thee in my Arms; 
Without thee, whilſt I here remain, 
Woods, Fields, and Gardens, looſe their Charms. 


A certain gouty Colonel, who frequented the Bath 
every Seaſon, had a particular Antipathy againſt the 
Doctors, upon Account of their Extortion the firtt Sea- 
ſon he was there: This being known to ſome young 
Sparks, they waggiihiy ſent a Billet to every one of the 
Doctors (unknown to each other) to attend the Colonel 
at a certain Hour the next Morning. The Doctors, 
proud of the Honour (as knowing him to be very rich) 
dreſs'd themſclves to the Top of their Finery, with full 
powdered Wigs, and were punQuual in their Attendance ; 
they were all thewn, one after the other, into the Anti- 
chamber by the Footman (who knew nothing of the 
Matter) till the Colonel was ſtirring : Being all toge- 
ther, they imagined it was upon a Conſultation they 
were ſent for. Preſently the Colonel rings, and they 
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were introduced into his Bed-Chamber marching ac- 
cording to Seniority. The Colonel ſtarts up an End, 
and ſtares with »urprize at them, having ſurrounded his 
Bed. The fiſt Doctor advances to feel his Pulſe, and 
fo the others; the firſt Doctor deſired the Colonel to 
put out his Tongue ; put out my Tongue ! ay, be Gad, 
that I will; when ſtooping for the Chamber-Pot, which 
happen'd to be pretty iull—They ſeeing his Intention, 
made the beſt of their Way to the Door, but not fo 
quick, but moſt of them got their powder'd Wigs, and 
fine Cloaths, ſadly be-pits'd ; fo that it was break Neck 
or nothing down Stairs, to the high Diverſion of the 


young Sparks, who had placed themſelves conveniently 
to obſerve the Succeſs of their Scheme. 


Such another Set got the Chairmen of Bath, for a 
Reward, to tzke up all the Turnſpit-Dogs they could 
find from all the Inns and Eating- Houſes, and lock them 
up in a large Barn, till Dinaer was over; it being Sun- 
day, there was old whiltling and calling the Dogs, but 
all in vain, the Cooks were forced to boil, broil, or 
fry, all that ſhould have been roatted, to their infinite 
Trouble, and Vexation of their Guts—Dinners over, 
the Dogs were let loole, and run to their ſeveral Homes, 
but the poor innocent Curs ſuttered for the Frolick. 


Mr. Ryan, the Comedian, coming to the Bedford 
Coffee Houle, calls the Coffee Boy—Here, bring me a | 
Diſh of Coffee, as hot as Fire—Mr. Quin (who was 1n 
the Room with Mr. Garrick) hearing this, calls to the 
Boy—Bring me a Diſh of Coffee, as hot as Hell. Gar- 
rick, not to be behind hand, gently cails the Boy— 
Bring me a Diſh, but not ſo hot as theirs. 


Quin end Garrick having fat late at a Tavern, bid the 
Wa:ter call a Chair; there was but one to be found, 
they each complimentcd the other with it. Come, ſays 
Quin, as I'm a large Man, I'll get into the Chair, and 
do you get into the Lanthorn, and then we ſhall beth 
SAWNEY 


ride, 
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SAWNY in the Bog-Hovss. 


From barren Caledonian Plains, 

To Englith Ground poor Sawny came: 
When Scotchmen travel on the Road, 
And have Occaſion to unload, 

Down by the firſt Hedge-Side they ſquat, 
And leave hehind—no matter what— 
This is their Practice all the Way, 

This gives them Eaſe, both Night and Day; 
This Obſervation laid before ye, 

I'll now go forward with my Story: 
When near to London Sawny drew, 

The lofty Steeples met his View ; 

As nearer he the Place approaches, 
Stun'd with the Noiſe of Carts and Coaches, 
From Street to Street, he jogg'd along, 
Thro' all the hurly-burly Throng : 

At length, by certain Signs within, 

He knew what Work wou'd foon begin ; 
Therefore, he caſt his Eyes about, 

To find a good ſnug Corner out : 

Long Time he wandred up and down, 
And curs'd the inconvenient Town, 
That wou'd afford no private Friend, 
To eaſe his tortured nether End: 

At laſt he ſtep'd into an Inn 

(The Works of Nature is no Sin) 

He aſk'd the Landlord for a Place, 
Where he might readily uncaſe ; 

He to a Bog-Houſe ſtraight was ſhewn, 
A Thing ro him, till then, unknown : 
Around he caſt his wond'ring Eyes, 

And two large Holes therein he ſpies, 
Down each he thruſt his brawny Thighs, 
When, ſqueezing hard, he pieaſed cries, 
By Scotland's Saint, and holy Croſs, 

By ArgylVs Duke, and Earl of Roſs, 


F Sawny 
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Sawny muſt be a Laird, I trow, 

Ne'er did I nably ſn—t til now: 

Oh! tatal Sh—t! Oh! fatal Word! 
For he dawb'd his A—ſe with T—d. 


R EB US ES. 


J. 


What the gay roving Sparks and Lovers oft drink, 
And the Bacchanals n-ver diſdain ; 


Add my Name in common, and then, Sirs, I think, 


You will find out the Thing that I mean. 


II. 


To what at Night doth give us Eaſe, 
Five Hundred Weight add, if you pleaſe, 
And thoſe will ſhew a little Vill, 

That ſtands upon a rocky Hill. 


III. 


Lo what I often dine upon, 
Add Father Jacob's Pillow, 

By theſe two will plainly be ſhewn 
A little pleatant Villa. 


IV. 
Take three Fifths of an antient Weapon of Death, 


What a Man gives a Maid, when he pledges his Faith; 
Then add a large Weight, or the Hunter's gay Note, 
And you'll find a Town's Name, as fure as a Groat. 


V. 


Take Letter the Firſt, of a Fruit that is fine, 
A Vowel that Numbers to it you muſt join, 


Then the Form of two Croſſes pray ſet at the End, 
And you'll find a Man's Name, who's his Country's 


Take 
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VI. 


Take a Word often found in a Letter's Direction, 


And one Half of the Word, that brings Bread to 
Perfection; 


To which add two Fifths of what grows in the Sea, 
And you'll find out a Thing, that's very like Tea. 


VII. 


Take the Form of a Houſe, top-croſs'd in the Middle, 
A Letter as ſtraight as a String on a Fiddle, 

To which join the firſt of a Thing that is laid, 

And you will find many an idle Man's Trade. 


VIII. 


Take Letter the Firſt of a ſweet pleaſant Town, 
And one of the Vowels, not found in renown ; 


Join a Letter (the ſame I requir'd at firſt) 


The Beginning or End, by who's fault we're curſt ; 
Put theſe all together, and write em out clearly, 
And you may diſcover what Topers love dearly. 


IX. 


To one Third of a Dog, and the Fourth of a Rook, 
Add the Fifth of a Rogue, and the Fourth of a Joke, 
And half a Denial to thoſe you muſt Cook ; 

They will ſhew a Man's Name with a good pleaſant Look, 


That has been a good Friend in regard to my Book. 


X. 


Take Half of the Name of a fine eating Fruit, 
Join Half of a Word of Denial to boot ; 

Then without Pauſe, or the help of the Muſes, 
You'll find out a Thing that all the World uſes. 


F232 To 
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XI. 


To Half of the Herb that will fatten our Cattle, 
And th' Firſt of a courag'ous Creature in Battle; 
Join the Fourth of a Name that will make a Man ſtand, 
And they'll ſhew one o'th' uſefulleſt Things in the Land. 


XII. 


Take Milk and Wheat-Flower, and blend them together, 
And the Fat of a Lamb, an Ewe, or a Weather ; 

Then an Handful of Salt, and an Egg too, I trow, 
And 'twill make up a Thing [I love dearly, I vow. 


XIII. 


Take a few Latin Words, and join Number Two, | 
And the Year of our Lord and add thereunto; | 
Then draw out the Head of a Man very Fair, | 
Four Crowns, four quartered Arms, and a Star; 
Gimp it all round the Edge, with a Stamp of Great Britain, 
And you'll find out a Thing whoſe Adventures are written, 


XIV. 


To three Eights of a Coin that is greatly in Uſe, 
Join two Thirds of a Word that twice Five will produce;  ? 


To theſe add the Place wherein Mortals do dwell ; | 44 
Put theſe thus together, and do them right well, 5 
And a Place you will find where a Beggar fits down, = 
With the ſame Eaſe and State as a King on his Throne. 9 
XV. 11 

To two Fifths of a noted and common French Coin, 7. 
Then a ſmall Latin Word you muſt fairly ſubjoin ; 18. 
And a certain Corn's Name, with two Thirds of a Tree, | 19. 
And thoſe altogether well joined muſt be; 20, 

'Then take a good Spade, and dig deep in the Ground, 21, 

And a pectoral Root will quickly be found. 22, 

23, 

Take 5 
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XVI. 


| Take the y rench Word for a Bridge, and then write it 
out fair, 
Whar begins a Queen's Name, of great Fame I declare ; 
To which add two Fourths of a Quarrelſom Word, 
What's fign'd by the King, when it's paſs'd by the Lords; 
Join theſe altogether, and then I'll be ſworn, 
You'l{ find the Town's Name where the Author was born, 


| CONNUNDRUMS. 


I. Why are the French Ladies diſconſolate ? 

2. Why is a Fox's Tail like a Pair of Breeches ? 

J. Why are ſome Parts of America like the Longi- 

tude ? 

4. Why is a Bankrupt like Gibraltar ? 
5. Why is the Pope of Rome like a Grazier ? 
6. Why is a Barber's Block like a Hunting Horſe ? 

| 7. Why is an empty Purſe like the Leproly ? 
8 
9 
10 


. Why is a Bell like a Scold ? J 
. Why is a good Preacher like a Seal ? 2 
. Why is the Seal of aWatch like a Thief ona Gibbet ? a 
it. Why is a fat Man commendable ? 
12. Why is a Brewer like a lame Man ? 
13. Why is a Tavern like Holborn ? | | 
ne. 14. Why is a healthy Man like a Bell? | 
15, Why is a Peruke like a Hen? 
16. Why is a Peruke like a Jocky ? 
„ . Why is a new ground Razor like a late Embaſſador ? 
18. Why is a certain Wood like an Admiral? 
ree, | 19. Why is a Dog like a Tanner? 
20, Why is a Catlike the King's Stables ? 
nd, 21. Why is R—h—d D—h—1] a military Man? 
22, Why is Baghill like the Sea Shore ? 
23. Why is Fer:y-Bridge like a Cloud? 
24. Why is B—-l—y C—gs like a Key? 
25. Why is a Spaniard like a River in Yorkſhire ? 
26, Why is Pontefract Market Place like Saint Paul's 
Church? 


ke 
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27. Why is Pontefract Bowling Green like Milford in 
Wales? 
28. Why is the Lord Chancellor like an Amphibious 
Animal ? 
29. Why is a Taylor Litigious ? 
39. Why are moſt Houſes like a Man? 
31. Why is a Cloſe-Stool like a Letter that's frank“ 
32. Why are Coals like a fine Speech in Parliamcat ? 
33- Why is a Candle like Seven Days ? 
34. Why is a Chamber-Pot like a Liver | ? 
35. Why are ſome Beds good Vegetables ? 
36. Why is Hyde Park like a Barber's Shop 
37. Why is Tilbury Fort like a Tomb Stone:! 
38. Why is an ambitious Man like Wakefield Steeple: 
39. What is a Man like that falls from a high Rock? 
40. Why is Featherſtone Moor like a late Admiral! 


41. Why is a certain Landlord like the two firſt Letter 
of the Alphabet ? 


42. Why is a certain Barber like a Man that is naked 
43. Why is the Old Church like the Caſtle ? | 
44. Why is a Man that has Children like a Gooſe Quil 
45. Why is Mr. Lowe's Houſe like a Shoe ? 
46. What is a Man like that is condemn'd for Murdet 
47. Why is the Author of this Book like an odd Glos 


AnsSwERs to the REBusEs, Cox ux bus, &e. 


SoLUTioON of the Anicma. 


. An Eagle's Foot made into a Drinking Cup, in & 


Polleſſion of Mr. George Green, at the Bull and Ba 
in Pontefract. | 


SOLUTION of the ReBusts. 


1. A Toaſt Jack. 9 Mr. Green. 

2. Feathe ſton. 1 A Pen. 

3. Fryſtone. A Clock. 

4. Darrington. 15 A Pudding. 

5. Mr. Pitt. 13. A Guinea. 

6 Tobacco. 14. A S—e Houſe, 
7. Ale. 1 by. Liquorice. 

8. A Pipe. . Pontefract. 
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Ax5wERs to the CoxxXCNDRUMS. 


1. Becauſe they have loſt theic Merrygallant. 


- a 


Becauſe it covers his Butiocks. 
becauſe they are undiſcover'd. 
Becaule he's in Scraights, 
Becaule he ſells Bulls. 

Becauſe it is often mounted. 
Becauſe it has a great Evil. 


Becauſe it has a long Tongue. 


Becauſe he makes an Impreſſion. 
Becauſe it is hung in Chains. 


Becauſe he ſhews good Biecdiug., 
. Becauſe he Hops much. 
. Becaule it has a Bar in it. 


or 


Becauſe he's full »t Sound. 


. Becaule it has a Caul. 
. Becauſe it is mounted. 


Becauſe it is Keex. 
Becauſe it is SAUNDERS. 


. Becauſe he Barks much. 


Becauſe ſhe Mews. 
Becaule he's Maſter of the Caſtle. 


. Becaulc it is full of Sand. 


Becaulc it ſtands in the Air. 
Becauſe he's Maſter of the Locks. 
Becauſe he's called Don. 

Becauſe it has a Croſs at the Top. 
Becauſe it contains a good Arbour. 


. Becauſe he's a great Seal. 


Becauſe he makes a great many Suits. 
Becauſe they've a Backſide. 


- Becauſe it is under Cover. 
. Becauſe they come from a Pitt. 


Becauſe it has a Week, alias, a Wick. 
Becauſe it is a Jordan. 


. Becauſe they are Turnups. 


Becauſe it has a Baſon in it, 


37. Be- 


oy 
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. Becaule it ſtands againſt Graveſend. 

. Becauſe he's aſpiring. 

. Like to break his Neck. 

. Becauſe it has a Warren. 

. Becauſe he's call'd Aby. 

. Becauſe he is Bara Clough, alias, Bara O Cloth, 
Becauſe they're both in Ruins. 

. Becavie he's a Feather, alias, a Father. 
. Becauſe it is upon the Bridge Foot. 

6. Like io be hang'd. 

. Becauſe there is not his Fellow. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


BRITANIA, the Gexrvs of Batratn, 


GALLIA. the GIs of France, 


RUSTICUS, a Country bred Gentleman Farmer. 
FOPLING, a Rakiſh Beau. 


Countrymen, &c. and other Attendants. 


Scene, Sometimes the Country, but chicfly in 
London, 
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CONTRAST. 


PART the FIRST. 
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SCENE I. The Country. 


Curtain draws, and diſcovers a beautiful Proſpect of an 
old Manſon Houle, with ſeveral Farm Houſes ad- 
joining, aud the Implements of Huſbandry. 


Time, The Sun riſing. 
Enter Rus TiCus, with a Fork on his Shoulder. 


REciTATIVE. 
Rusticus. XXX N HEN Sol's bright Beams ſalute 
97 my Eyes, 


Then with the early Lark I riſe ; 


+3431 In "ing and Glee 1 ſpend the 
ay, 
And Time doth gently glide away ; 
With Labour I enrich the Soil, 
But Profit flill repays my Toil. 


AIR 
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How ſweetly the Time do I paſs, 
When under the Myrtle's ſweet Shade, 
With innocent Sheep on the Graſs, 
No Troubles my Peace can invade. 


When I hear the ſweet Warblers ſing, 
What Muſic enchants ev'ry Grove! 

I grudge not the State of a King, 
Nor envy the Happy in Love. 


Each Day that ſucceeds to the laſt, 
Additional Pleaſures doth bring; 

I never look back on the paſt, 
The preſent excites me to ſing. 


S CR NA II. 
Enter GaLtt1a behind him. 


ReEcitaTivE. [Afide. ] 


GaLtia. Thus ſung the Swain who's Heart from 
Love was free, 
Scorn'd Cupid's Pow'r, ſecure of Liberty; 
But when Corrina's Charms ſurpriz'd the Rake, 
His conquer'd Heart acknowledg'd its Miſtake. 


1 II. 


Why wilt thou lead thy Life in Toil? 
What Pleaſure can enſue, 

From flaving in the dirty Soil, 
Where no Delight's in View. 


Shall Brutes, and ſuch like ſenſeleſs Things, 
Alone employ thy Care? 
Content from Slav'ry never ſprings, 


But Griet and black Deſpair, 


Then 
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Then leave thoſe wild and dreary Plaine, 
Attend to my Advice, 

free thee from thy ruſtic Chains, 
Make thce polite and wiſe. 


| Thou in a Coach ſhall take Delight, 
To th” Park, th' Ball, or Play; 

With Ladies thou ſhall paſs the Night, 
With Lords and Peers the Day. 


REciTATIvE. 


Busricus. That which you call Toil, to me is a 
Blethng ; 
Content with what I'm already poſſefling, 


My Fiocks and my Herds are my Riches in Store, 
i\ly Mind is at Eaſe, and I covet no more. 


AIX II. 


What tho' I'm but a Country Clown, 
That nc'er ſaw London City, 
Where Coaches rattle up and down, 
And all the Folks are witty : N 
Yer I'm content, I have no Pride, | 
I'm honeſt in my Heart; 
I care not in a Coach to ride, 
Since I have got a Cart. 


The Rich, who live ſo grand and high, 
Thair Pride makes them unruly ; 

They never live contentedly, 
But I an do fo truly: | 

| | My Mind's at Eafe, I have no Pride, 
Nor Envy in my Heart, 

I never in a Coach will ride, 

| Whilit I can keep a Cart. 
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What tho' fine Silks their Perſons grace, 
Lac'd over moſt delicious; 
Vet ſtill their Hearts are falſe and baſe, 
Their Inclinations vicious: 
Whilſt I'm content, and have no Pride, 
Nor Malice in my Heart, 
Nor ever in a Coach wil! ride, 
While I poſſeſs my Cart. 


All Day I whiſtle thro? the Fields, 
At Night too I'm as merry; 
My homely Fare Contentment yields, 
My Cyder is my Sherry : 
Since I am happy, without Pride, 
Or Hatred, in my Heart ; 
Let all the World in Coaches ride, 
And I'll ride in my Cart. 


REciTATivE. 


GALLIa. Thy Ignorance, Youth, is the Cauſe af 
thy Hate, | 
Thy Knowledge is bounded within thy Eſtate ! 
Didſt thou know the Bleſſings that I can procure, 
To toil and flave thus thou wou'd'ſt never endure. 
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Tho? ſo careful all Day, 
With thy Corn and thy Hay, 
And thy Flocks, that they never may wander ; 
It is not for thy ſelf 
That thou hoaids up thy Pelf; 
"Tis for all thy young Children to ſquander. 


Didſt thou know the Bleſſing, 
The Great are poſſeſſing, wi 
a 
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That know well how to manage their Riches ; 
Thou wou'd'ſt leave this dear Brook, 
With thy Scrip and thy Crook, 

And away throw thy old Leather Breeches. 


Come then take my Advice, 
Be thy ſelf in a Trice, 
And be gen'rouſly free of thy Treaſure : 
Leave thy Work to thy Men, 
And go to it again, 
When thou art quite a-weary of Pleaſure. 


. 


RusTicus. I'm ſtruck with the Words you have 


ſpoke, 
Convinc'd that they are but too true, 
Since Life is no more than a Joke, 
From hence I will Pleaſure purſue. 


My Soul is fir'd with Ambition, 

No longer I'll dwell with th' Swains; 
Quickly I'll change my Condition, 

An leave th* dull Groves, and the Plains. 


Then lead me, I'm willing to go, 
Be you my Inſtructor and Guide: 

Make me both polite, and a Beau, 
And I'll learn in a Coach to ride. 


G 2 | A 
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. 
GAL NIA. [Afide.] 


Thus Woodcock like he is caught in my Snare, 
And now I can uſe him at Pleaſure; 
Fil transform the Clown to Monfieur Bellair, 
And teach him to ſquander his Treaſure, {[Exzunt, 


S CC HE N E . 
Enter BaITANIA. 


ReciTarTive. 


BaiTAN TIA. Immortal Pow'rs that Rule the Azure 
Skies, | 


Give Ear unto a mournful Mother's Cries : 
Behold with Pity my diftreſsful State, 
Save me from Ruin and impending Fate. 


a1 KK. « VEL. 


My Sons that were wont to protect me, 
With Folly are all gone aſtray ; 
When I ſue with Scorn they reject me, 
And where they ſhou'd Save, they Betray. 


SCENE Iv 
Enter Forli drunk, with a Bottle and Glaſs. 
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ForLinc. Now am a jovial Drinker, 
Like Bacchus I'm Divine; 
'Tis now I am a ſtout Free-Thinker, 
A Toper of good Wine. 
Fill, fill th* Bowl up to the Brim, 
'So large and deep that I may Swim ; 
When empty I again can fill, 
For like the God of Wine I'll ſwill. 


Always 
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AIR XII. 
Balr ANA Solus. 


As yet he's with Liquor oppreſt, 
And but in a Pot Valiant Mood; 
I fear when he's taken his Reſt, 
He again will Relapſe and be Rude. 


O Goddeſs of Wiſdom once more, 
Thy Aid and Affiſtance I crave ; 
Diſplay all thy heavenly Pow'r, 
And keep him trom Folly a Slave. [Exit 
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Enter Rusricvs, dreſꝰd very gay, with ſeveral Com- 
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CONTRA ST. 


PART the SECOND. 


CEINEEENERRENIEERD FEDPEPE PEER 


E = A Tavern. 


panions, a Table, with Bottles, Glaſſes, &c. 


RvusTicvs. 


RECITATIVE. 
XX. OW whilſt Wine chears our 
Hearts, and makes us ſo gay, 
— N „ That Mirth and Good-Humour 
may join in the Lay, 
The briſk flowing Bowl ſhall our 
Sorrows 4 pes 
And a Song you ſhall hear, ſhall make you all ſmile, 
N 


Drink about, my brave Boys, 
Wine brightens our Joys, 
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11 
Always Drinking, never Shrinking, 
Free from Thinking, 
Always Merry, Briſk and Airy, 
Wine and Sherry 
Makes me ſo. 


Leave your Laſſes, fill you Glaſſes, 
Life ſoon paſſes; 

Then Drink about, and Drink it out, 

Then Drink about, and Drink it out, 


This is the Life of a Toping Beau. . p 
AIR IX. 


BaiTania. O Youth, how wretched is thy State? 
Some Demon has led thee aſtray ; 


Repent thee e'er yet it's too late, 
Give Ear and my Precepts obey. 


Thou in thy Form a Man appears, 
But thy Heart is brutiſh and wild ; 
Thy Courage is quite loſt in Fear, 
And Drink makes thee weak as a Child, 


Why was thou endow'd with Reaſon, 
And adorn'd with every Grace; 


Thou repays the Gods with Treaſon, 
Their Image meanly doſt deface. 


Oh ! for Shame then look within thee, 
Refle& upon thy dang'rous State ; 

Let my kind Intreaties win thee, 
From all ſuch Folly to retreat. 


. 


For line. Well I ſwear by the Wine in my Bottle, 
You Preach it exceedingly well; 
And I'll never believe Ariſtole, 


In Politics cou'd you excel, 
G 3 But 


n 


BalraxiA. To Arms, then to Arms my gallant By, | 


Follow, follow Glory in War's dread alarms; 
With Courage Face my Foes, gain Honour in the Cal: 
And Fight for thy Country, thy Liberty and Laws. 
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But (hickup) in ſhort, dear Madam, ff 
For I damnbly hate long Speeches ; 

You'd better by half, if you had 'em, 
Be dreſt in a Waiſtcoat and Breeches. 


Your Words then wou'd carry more weight, 
For Zounds it is (hickup) uncommon, 

That a Man ſhov'd be taught what's Right, 
And what's Wrong, and that by a Woman. 


But ſince you will be my Inſtructor, 
Tell me what you'd have me to do, 

And then, my dear Pettycoat Doctor, 
FI (hickup) be ruled by you. 


Racitartivs. 


to Arms, 


. 
For rin draws his Sword. 


Lead me ſtraightway to the Battle, 
Where the Drums and Trumpets ſound, 
Where th' thund'ring Cannons rattle, 
And the Bullets fly around. 


TR haughty Foe ſhall tremble, 
Whilſt I brandiſh thus my Sword; 
I'm not uſed to diſſemble, 

George for England is the Word. 


{Exit. For ing, 
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Boy, | 


18 
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Of which we will Plenty partake : 
That Mortal's an Aſs, 
Who refuſes his Glaſs, 
And ſhall never be reckon'd a Rake, a Rake, 
And ſhall never be teckon'd, &c. 


The Lover that ſighs, 
With languiſhing Eyes, 
For ſome cruel Damſel's Sake ; 
If he ſhews a Remorſe 
To drink in his Courſe, 
Shall never be reckon'd a Rake, &c. 


Who trades on the Seas, 
His Wealth to encreaſe, 

And brings Store of Wines with him back ; 
If none of his Friends 
Muſt partake of his Gains, 

He ſhall never be reckon'd a Rake, &c. 


That Lawyer's a Knave, 
Altho' he's ſo grave, 
If he won't of his Bottle partake, 
Since he gets all the Chink, 
If he grudges to drink, 
He ſhall never be reckon'd a Rake, &c. 


The Phyſician with Pills, 
Who cures all our Ills, 
Whether regular bred, or a Quack, 
Since he gets ſo much Wealth, 
If he won't drink a Health, 
He ſhall never be reckon'd a Rake, &c. 


Who plagues his dull Brains 
With Poetic Strains, 
A Song or a Poem to make ; , 
If he does not think fit 
To drink for his Wit, 
He ſhall never be reckon'd a Rake, &c. 


But 


Canſt thou thus th' dear Country that bred thee deſpi, 


Proud France made my Sons from their Duty depart, 


Then we ſhall that fickle proud Nation controul, 
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But the uu merry Soul, 


That will join to a Bowl, 
And treely his Bottle will crack ; 
A Brother to me 
That Toper ſhall be, 
And ſhall juſtly be reckon'd a Rake, a Rake, 
And ſhall juſtly be reckon'd a Rake. 


[Exeunt Company. Manet Rus ricus. 


r II. 
Enter BRITANIA. 


RECcirArTIvE. 


BaiTanta. Stay, ſtay, Oh! ſtay deluded Youth, 
Too ſimply led away from Truth ; 
Turn back and take Advice from me, 


Thy Country's Genius ſpeaks to thee. 


A'1R H. 


If thou ar't not quite loſt to Reproof or Advice, 
A Mirror to thee I'll diſplay ; 


And frolic thy Freedom away. 


'Tis the finical Pops that puff up thy fond Heart, 
With Notions fantaſtic and void ; 


Tis ſhe wou'd fain have me deſtroy'd. 


Call, dear Vouth, to thy Mind all my Heroes of old, 
Remember great Max LBZOROUOGU's Name; 

No effeminate Mortals, but gallant and bold, 
That counted all Trifles, but Fame. a 


Let the Thoughts of their Actions inſpire thy brave 80. 
French Treachery fil thee with Rage; 


When Britons her Sons ſhall engage. 


Ric. 
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RecitarTtive. 


RusTrcus. Too juſt indeed is the Reproof you've 
given, 
To what Depth of Wretchedneſs I'm driven; 
I much Regret my former happy State, 
But I'll regain it e'er it be too late. 


A 1M III. 


I'm aſham'd of my Folly and Pride, 
How va. de thoſe Trappings appear; 

You have Reaſon indeed to ya. Ig cond. | 6 
I'm conſcious I've bought 'em too dear. 


h, What I labour'd fo long for, at laſt, 
I am ſenſible when it's too late; 
That th” ſhort idle Time I have paſt, 

Has nearly reduc'd my Eſtate. 


I'm griev'd I &er let th' Intruder, 
Thus lead my fond Fancy away; 

May Curſes o'ertake the Deluder, 

-ſpil That did me to Folly betray, 


Ry Soul is inſpired with Fury, 
A dreadful Re. cn;e T will take, 
I'll no longer be fool'd, affure ye, 
"art But I' Fight for my Country's ſake. 


RECITATIvE. 


BNITANIA. My Pleaſure's compleat now you ſhew 
ſuch a Spirit, 
It proves that you true Engliſh Courage inherit; 
Wou'd each Briton like you but his Wrongs thus reſent, 
ve 80. My Foes ſo Perfidious wou'd quickly Repent. 


- 


AIR 
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Cou'd I but wean my gallant Sons, 
From Foppery and Eaſe; | 

They'd quickly make the French to rue, 
Ihe Time they broke the Peace. 


Old Spartan Laws, and Roman Rules, 
Wou'd reign throu ghout th” Realm; 

Good Patriots and Heroes orave, 
Wou'd guide the Blitiſn Helm. 


No more wou'd Dreſs and ſoft Delights, 
Delude th' manly Breaſt ; 

Th' Fair, the Warrrior wou'd eſteem, 
And ev'ry Beau deteſt. 


No haughty Foe wou'd dare again, 
Inſult my Sons ſo bold; 

But Britain's mighty happy Iſle, 
Wou'd Europe's Ballance hold. 


ST CR 0-H III. 
Enter Gali behind them. 


REciTaTive. 


GaLlL1a., Swift Light'nings and Thunder! — What 
is it I ſee? | | 

My Friend with my old hated Foe doth agree ! 

So lately won over, dare he thus incline, 

To hinder my almott compleated Deſign ? 


A TK V. 


Dennis, thou great Pattern of France, 
Hear Peter's great Succeſſor; 

Againſt my Foe your Arms advance, 
And help me to opprels her, 


Shall 
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Shall her warlike, boiſt'rous Tale, 
Win my Lover from me ? 
Shall ſhe with her Arts prevail, 
And thus over-come me? 


Aid me now, each flatt'ring Strain, 
Aſſiſt me, dear Revenge 

Let me prove her Labour vain, 
And all her Plots unhinge. 


Fate attend me but this once, 
Dear Fortune meet my Call, 

Let me conquer but her Sons, 
And I ſhall cunyucr all, 


REciTATIVE. 


BarTania, Now, now, my Son, exert thy mani 
Spirit, | 
And all thy great Anceſtors Fame inherit : 
See there thy Foe, that wou'd thy Heart beguile, 
And wiſhes to enſlave this happy Iſle. 


A 1.R VL 


What by War you d:d gain, 
Both from her, and from Spain, 
With a Peace you did always reſtore ; 
You was greatly to blame, 
Be it own'd to your Shame, 
Let her never deceive you no more. 


But ſcorn and deteſt her, 
With Courage reſiſt her, 
And be ſtill a bold Briton, and brave; 
All her Precepts neglect, 
All her Proffers reject, 


And ſhe never can make thee a Slave. x 
H AIR 


rey 
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Rusricus. Hence away, fantaſtic Creature, 
From theſe Shores quick take thy Flight; 
geek no more to alter Nature, 
Now my Soul abhors thy Sight. 


Tho' thy Wiles did once deceive me, 
When I was a ſimple Swain ; 

Now grown wiſe, I charge thee, leave me, 
Tempt no more, *tis all in vain. 


Dread the Rage of Engliſh Thunder, 
Which can reach thy diſtant Shores, 

Tim'rous Slaves will tremble under 
Britain's Lion, when he roars. 


AIR VIII. 


GaLLta. Wretch, how dares thou thus to brave me 
Me, who all thy Threats deſpiſe: 

From my Fury nought ſhall fave thee, 
I cou'd blait thee with mine Eyes. 


Doſt thou threat me with thy Thunder ! 
Dread the Fury of my Frown ! 

When I give this Land to Plunder, 
Thou too late my Pow'r ſhall own. 


Then both thee, and thy Protector, 
The dire Conſequence ſhall rue, 

When with Scorn I do reject her, 
She'll in vain for Mercy ſue. 


AIR- 


11 
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A I R IX. 


BzriTaNn1ta. Thou infolent, empty, deſpiſeable Wretch ! 
How dares thou once think to reduce me ſo low ? 


No, tho” all my Limbs on the Rack thou ſhou'd'ſt ſtretch, 


My Soul wou'd diſdain ſuch a Meanneſs to ſhew. 


ſ.emember PoiRors, and great Creſſy's black Plains, 
And tremble at Aginceurt's fierce bloody Field; 
Not all Lethe's Waters will wath out thoſe Stains, 


A few of my Sons, made thy whole Army yield. 


. 


GaLLia, Strumpet, I cou'd make thee tremble, 
Shou'd I but my Arm advance ; 


Thou thy Terror doſt difſemble, 
Thou art ſtill afraid of France. 


Then no longer dare provoke me, 
Nor my Power more engage ; 

Tho? to ſpare thee, Gods invoke me, 
I will cruſh thee in my Rage. 


Tho? that Fool has left my Standard, 
I have others on my Side ; bs 
Thy own Sons ſhall be my Vanguard, 
And ſhall help to cruſh thy Pride. 


Gallant Fopling is my Darling, 

Hie ſhall lead my Gallic Bands; 

He ſhall ſoon prevent thy Snarling, 
And in Chains confine thy Hands. 


H 2 Forz ine 
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FTorlixo Enters while ſhe Sings. 


A: 3. XI. 


Fopring. Madam ſtay, you are too ſudden, 
I your Darling tell you ſo, 
He that feeds on Beef and Pudding, 
Ne'er can prove his Country s Foe. 


0 When with Drink intoxicated, 
I did oft to Vice incline ; 
& Yet with Reaſon reinſtated, 
| I curſe the Effects of Wine. 


Your Deſigns again.” my Nature. 
I can never take y cr Part; 


q He can never prove a F raitor, 


'That can boaſt a Britiſh Heart. 


Therefore Madam keep your Diſtance, 
Never hope for fuch a Thing, 
That I'll ever give Aſſiſtance 


| 'Gainſt my Country, or my King. 


RRCITATIVE. 


GALLIA. Furies and Hell am I thus treated 
Are all my well laid Schemes defeated ! 
Oh! Curſed Fates! you are too ſevere ! 
Such Diſappointments who can bear? 


BRAITANIA. 


19 1 
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Wretches tremble at my Anger, 
Since you've thus abus'd my Love, 

I' return with martial Clangor, 
My Revenge ſhall direful prove. 


When with Fire and Sword I enter, 
You will curſe the Fate of War; 
I'll purſue you to the Center, 
Not one ſs Briton ſpare. 


Then for aw Fc rows ſuing, 
Whilſt your Habitations Flame; 
I ſhall — in your Ruin, 


From Earth expel the Britiſh Name. 


[Exit in a Rage. 


&- 3. - - Xu; 


To ſuperior Powe! yield; 
Nature never meant a Braggard, 
Shou'd meet Heroes in the Field. 


Go, I ſet thee at Defiance, 


I at thy vain Threats can Smile ; 
Thoſe in whom we put Reliance, 


Will protect the Britiſh Iſle. 


Go deteſted ſhameful Haggard, 


wo 
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A I R XIV. With the Cu ox vs. 


BRITANIA. 


Freedom o'er Slavery triumphs at the laſt, 
And enhances the Pleaſure, when Danger is paſt ; 
My inveterate Foe, with her fantaſtic Schemes, 
Built Caſtles in th' Air, and ſhe conquer'd in Dream: : 
But, Britons more noble, Subſtantials will dare, 
In Peace they are glorious, victorious in War; 
Victorious and glorious in War and in Peace, 
And George and Charlotta ſhall rule th” wide Scas, 


RusT1cus. 


_—_ Brothers in Courage, come my brave Britiſh 
oys, 

e all united, make Freedom your Choice, 
And take Warning by me, ſhun all Folly and Vice, 
And never be tempted with Flattery and Lies; 

Our Fame then immortal, will ſhine out like a Star, 
Both glorious in Peace, and vitorious in War ; 


Victorious and glorious in War and in Peace, 


Great George and Charlotta ſhall rule the wide Seas. 


Fop LIN SG. 


Come, ye gaudy pert flutteriog Beaus, take Advice, 
Be no longer ſo foppiſh, but learn to be wiſe; [Toys, 
Scorn Dreſs and new Faſhions, they're all vain empty 
That Courage and manly Behaviour deſtroys ; : 
Then more bright you will ſhine in th* Eyes of the Fair, 
More glorious in Peace, and victorious in War 
Victorious and glorious in War and in Peace, 

And George and Charlotta ſhall rule th- wide Seas. 


CHORUS. 


1 


1 


EO 


Come, ye Old and ye Voung, come, ye Grave and ye 
Gay, 

With your Voices united, come join in the Lay, 
That true Courage, with Virtue and Honour may reign 
In th' Hearts of the Subjects, the _ the Queen, 
Then again to inſult us, no Foe e'ei ſhall dare, 
Whilſt glorious in Peace, and victorious in War; 
Victorious and glorious in War and in Peace, 
Great George and Charlotta ſhall rule the wide Seas, 


N 


